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He's completely out of it 


Author's Notes: 
I'm pretty excited about this multi-chapter story and | hope you guys will like it too. 


This chapter one also has quest appearances by Jerry Cantrell and Sean Kinney from AiC 


It was quite out of character for Stone to sit alone in a bar but he was not feeling like his usual self lately so 
he didn’t really question why his legs made him walk in there and sit on the bar stool an hour ago, nor why he 
was sipping so fast on those beers. 


Even if the bar wasn't crowded and therefore not too noisy, among the few people sitting or standing around 
were Two guys who were speaking pretty loudly. They were surely just as drunk as he was, if not more, but 
their crass laughter started to get on Stone's nerves. He didn't feel yet like going back home, so he was hoping 
they would leave soon. Unfortunately, instead of leaving or moving away from him, the two guys decided to sit 
two stools away from him at the bar. They started commenting on the local music bands which had posters 
and flyers promoting their concerts or aloums on the wall next to the bar. From their remarks, Stone couldn't 


miss that they were not big fans of the local rock scene. He was trying not to listen to their stupid 


conversation and to keep to himself but they were so loud that it was proving difficult. Everyone is entitled to 
his opinion, Stone thought, but if you don't like someone or something, there's no point rambling on and on 


about it in public and making stupidly rude comments about the person or music you don't enjoy. Just don't 


listen to it. 


The guitarist was trying to ignore his noisy bar neighbors and focus on the news shown on the television 
screen above the bar but his blood started to boil when he heard of the two guys making fun of Andy Woods 
while looking at an old flyer of Mother Love Bone that was still hanging among the concert announcements 
stapled on the wall. There were many more recent promo flyers on the wall but it seemed that none of them 
had been covering the one of his former band. Stone hadn't even noticed this was still there but the two idiots 
apparently did. 


"Isn't it the singer who died a year ago or so?," one of the two guys said to the other while pointing at the 
flyer who had a picture of Andy in black and white. 


"Don't know. These faggots all look the same to me," he told his friend. 


"No, l'm sure," the first one continued. "Its a band from here, | remember | read that in the news. A junkie. He 


od'd just when their album was done. Can you believe this shit?" 
The other guy snorted while sipping on his beer. 


"Good riddance. What fucking idiot kills himself when he gets to record an album? One less addicted stupid 
singer in the area," he said raising his beer to toast with his friend. "Gimme that," he told his friend pointing at 
a sharpie marker that was on the corner of the counter. "Am gonna draw some balls on this smiling tramp," 
he said looking at Andy's picture. 


Over the past few years, Stone had heard people saying negative things about his band, that was not a big 
deal. He wouldn't pay too much attention to these kind of remarks. The problem with these two was that they 
were not criticizing his former band's music or the singer's abilities. Rather, they were making fun of Andy 
and his untimely death almost a year ago. On any other occasion, Stone would have probably walked away from 
these obnoxious guys. Tonight, though, he was too drunk to be in the mood to shut up and leave after he 
heard them speaking of him like they did and insulting him and his memory. 


He just jumped onto his feet, a bit too quickly given his inebriated state, and had to steady himself for a few 
seconds by holding on to the counter. Those last few beers had gone down quite fast and he hadn't noticed but 
he was probably more drunk than he thought he was. When he got his balance back, he took a few steps and 


moved over to where the two guys were standing, next to the wall with all the gig announcements. 
"Don't even think of touching this flyer," Stone slurred at them. 


He meant to sound serious and threatening but the two guys looked at each other after he had just barged in 
their conversation and they started to laugh at him. 


"Who the fuck are you?," one of the guys told him. "Another of those loser musicians? You look the part for 


surel!" 


"Likely much less of a loser than you two homophobic morons," Stone replied trying to catch the marker from 


the other guy's hands. 
"Idiot," the guy snarled. 


Without leaving Stone much time to think, he grabbed him by the collar of his denim jacket and his friend 
threw his fist in his face. Stone gasped and his head fell back following the impact on the side of his face. The 
other guy let go of the stunned guitarist who fell among the bar stools. 


The noise made by Stone collapsing among the stools caught the attention of Chris Cornell and Jerry Cantrell 
who happened to be sitting in another corner of the place and hadn't even noticed that Stone was there 
tonight. They turned around and looked at what was going on in the bar area. 


"What are these guys d..? Shit! Is it Stone?!" Chris exclaimed when he noticed that the man who just got 
punched and was now being lifted off the floor and about to get beaten up by the two guys looked eerily like 
the guitarist he had recorded with a few months before. 


"Fuck, yes," Jerry said and both of them left their seats to run towards the bar to his rescue, followed by 
Sean who hadn't quite caught up with what happened but thought that it was probably a good idea to see why 


the other two were running across the venue. 


Jerry and Chris arrived just in time to intervene and hold the arm of the guy who was about to hit again a 


now only half-conscious Stone. 
"Get the fuck away! Its not your business," one of the two guys spat. 


"You guys are not from here, it seems. That's kind of our bar and our neighborhood, so you get the fuck out 
before we teach you good manners," Jerry said while standing in the face of the guy who had just hit Stone. 


To make sure that his message had sunk in, he snatched the beer bottle that was in front of them and 
smashed it over the edge of counter, keeping the broken neck of the bottle in his hand in case they'd try to 
have a go at Chris and him. With Sean and a few other guys approaching behind them in reinforcement, 
though, Jerry was hoping that those two idiots were not as dumb as they looked and they'd get the hell out 


of here now. 


Jerry's gamble turned out right and the two guys retreated out of the bar when they saw that they might 
have to deal with a quite a few people if they'd stick around any longer. 


"What?," Jerry asked as Chris was eyeing him suspiciously after the two guys had left. 


"Nothing, man.. Just that you're kind of scary when you get mad, with the bottle and all this," he gestured at 
Jerry who was still holding the broken bottle in his hand. 


"Oh, that?," Jerry said, "It's just something | saw a guy do in a movie once, | thought it was badass. Never 


knew | would get to try it too," he laughed. 
Chris shook his head and joined his friend laughing. 


"Huh... When you're done having fun reenacting Road House, can anyone come down here to lift him up. He's 


completely out of it,” Sean mentioned as he knelt down next to the guitarist. 


Water with painkillers, please 


Author's Notes: 
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Chris looked down at Stone who was lying on the floor. He knelt down on the other side and put his hand under 
Stone's arm to help Sean to get him up. The guitarist mumbled something as he was moved back on his feet, 
which at least gave them some reassurance he was not completely unconscious. 

"What do we do with him?," Sean inquired as he was holding him and trying to sit him down on a chair. 
"Stone?," Chris asked. "Stone, we'll get you home, ok?" 

Jerry shook his head and looked at Chris. 

Forget it, he's drunk and groggy." 

"We can't leave him here," Chris said. "Do you know where he lives?" 

"No, but | know where Jeff lives. Let's bring him there. He will put him up for the night or something," 


"Ok, good idea," Chris said. 


Chris and Sean both slid an arm around Stone's and lifted him to help him walk outside to Chris’ car which was 


parked just around the corner. 

After crossing the city, Chris stopped the car in front of Jeff's place. The bassist was renting an apartment 
with a little back garden on the ground floor of a small town house. The Soundgarden guys had been to a few 
parties at his place and Chris had been there by himself too for rehearsing as they were working on the 


Temple of the Dog album. 


The lights were still on in the apartment, so Jerry rang the bell and knocked on the door as well, hoping that 


Jeff was in and awake. 


The door flung open. Jeff was there and looked fairly surprised to see Jerry showing up unannounced at his 
place past midnight. 


"Jerry?," he just said. 


Jerry stepped aside and let him see Chris and Sean who were carrying Stone, whose head was limply hanging 


down on one side now. 


Jeff didn't react immediately, not understanding the situation Then it registered finally that Stone was being 


carried by the Soundgarden singer and Sean and panic flashed in his eyes. 


"Is he ok?," he asked looking at Jerry and then Chris. "What the hell happened?," he inquired reaching out for 
his friend. 


"He doesn't look like so but he's not that light, Jeff, so can we put him on your couch for now?," Chris said as 
he and Sean moved inside without waiting for his answer. 


Jeff obviously nodded and let them in. Jerry walked in as well and Jeff closed the door behind them rushing 


back in his living room where his girlfriend, Pam, and Eddie were sitting watching a movie. 


Eddie's eyes widened when he saw the other guys carrying Stone to the couch. Pam stood up as well, making 
room on the couch for the guitarist. 


"Shit! Is it our guitarist?" Eddie said as he jumped up to his feet. 

"Yeah, it's Gossard," Jerry confirmed. "King of bar fights,” he added. 

Jeff's eyes grew impossibly big. 

"Bar fight?," he repeated with an incredulous stare. "Stone was in a bar fight?" 
"We think he started it," Chris added rolling his eyes. 


"What the..?," Jeff did not even finish his sentence and turned to look at Eddie to see his bandmate's reaction 
and verify if he heard the same thing he just did. 


Eddie looked back at him and started to laugh. He crouched down next to the couch and pushed Stone's hair 
away from his face, uncovering a swelling red cheek that was already starting to turn purple just around the 
cheekbone. Pam looked down at her boyfriend's best friend and sighed. 

"lIl get some ice for his face", she said as she went to the kitchen trying not to laugh as well. 

"He sure did get hit.. It looks nasty," Eddie commented still laughing. "Who won?" 

Chris looked down at him and raised one eyebrow. 


"You're really asking? Have a wild guess," Chris replied. 


"Ive known him for years. | don't think he has ever even hit a fly. Why on earth would he get into a fight in a 


bar?," Jeff wondered. 

‘Mmmhh..," Stone groaned from the couch. 

The guitarist finally seemed to wake up from his knocked out and drunken stupor. 

"Stone, you're ok?," Jeff asked still genuinely shocked to see his friend in that state. 

"Peachy," Stone mumbled. 

The guitarist raised his hand to his face. 

"Ouch. It hurts," he groaned as his fingers touched his badly bruised cheek. 

Pam was just returning from the kitchen with a bag of frozen peas that she had wrapped in a clean towel. 
"Put this on it for the swelling," she said as she handed it to Stone. 

Stone took what Pam had given him and he sat up. He looked confused at her sight and then started to look 
around the whole room as if he didn't recognize the place. It took him a few seconds to realize he was at 
Jeffs, which explained why his girlfriend was there too. 


"How.. How did | get here?," he asked while he put the home-made cold pack against his face. 


"You don't recall anything?," Chris said. "Jerry, Sean and | brought you here, before these two guys had time 
to really kick your ass," he added with a half-smile. 


Stone shrugged at the comment. 

| would have hit them too," he simply said. "He just caught me.. by surprise.” 
"Sure," Jerry said chuckling. 

"Do you want something? I'll get you some water," Pam said. 

"Water with painkillers, please," Stone said. 

Jeff looked down at him as the guitarist sat up and leaned back into the couch. 
"| don't have any painkillers. Eddie?" 


"Huh.. On me? No. | have weed though." 


"Forget it," Jeff said 


"Pam, do you have something against pain? Like... painkillers?," Jeff asked remembering that his girlfriend would 
usually have basically anything in her purse. 


"Maybe, yeah," she said as she put the glass of water in front of Stone on the coffee table. 

She went to get her bag, which was next to the television set and rummaged into it. She finally got out a small 
pouch which she unzipped. She took out a piece of plastic which had tablets in it. A few were missing but 
there were four left on it. 

"Is it strong?," Jeff asked. 

"| usually take one or two maximum," she said. 

Jeff glanced at a miserable-looking Stone and decided to take the four pills left to give them to his friend. 
"Here you go," he said putting them next to the glass of water. 

"Ok, guys.. So, you keep him for the night?," Chris asked before he started to make his way to the door. 

"Wait, Chrisl," Jeff said a bit too loud. "Sorry... But, tell me what happened? Where were you guys?" 

"Downtown, the usual place for a drink. We didn't even see he was there. I'm not sure he saw us either. He was 
at the bar by himself and next thing you know, we hear people fighting and Stone gets punched in the face by 
those two retards." 


"You said he started it," Eddie states. 


"Yeah, he probably said something to them. You know how he is? He cannot keep it shut sometimes and since 


he had too much to drink." Chris concluded. 
"Yeah, | guess," Jeff said. 


If | were you, I'd bring him a bucket too. | don't know how much he had to drink," Jerry warned as he was 


following Sean and Chris to the door. 
"Well, thanks for helping him and bringing him here, guys,’ Jeff said. 


Once the others were gone, Jeff, Pam and Eddie all sat around Stone in the living room. They weren't saying 


anything but just looked at each other. Pam broke the awkward silence. 


‘lm going to bed and leave you three to catch up, ok?," she said, thinking that the guys probably wanted to 


have a word with Stone and maybe her presence wasn't necessary. 


"Yes, I'll be right there,” Jeff said to her. "So, can you tell us what happened exactly’, Jeff asked once his 


girlfriend was gone. 

Stone was still holding the cold pack against his face, eyes closed. 

"Who were those guys?," Jeff asked again. 

"Jeff, can we talk tomorrow?," Stone sighed not bothering to open his eyes. 

‘Its not your style. I'm worried, ok?" Jeff replied trying not to get mad at his friend. 
Ill survive, you can stop worrying," the guitarist told him dryly. 

"Don't use that tone with me." 


"Jeff, calm down," Eddie said. "Let's just go to bed. We can talk in the morning, he's right. I'm gonna head back 


home too." 


Jeff was upset but he also knew that confronting Stone was probably not the right thing to do tonight given 
the guitarists mood. Eddie was right and there was not much to do at this point anyway. 


"You can take the spare bedroom. You know your way around the place, right?," Jeff said. "Try to get some 


sleep." 


He stood up and left. When Stone heard the door of the bedroom close at the end of the hallway, he finally 
opened his eyes. Eddie was still sitting in the chair next to him. 


"Why is he mad at me? I'm the one who got hit, not him," Stone said to Eddie. 


"| guess he got scared when he saw you. | mean, you were not very conscious when Chris and Sean brought 


you back here. Don't worry, he'll be over it in the morning." 

"Am | stealing your spot? Like you were planning to sleep here tonight?," Stone asked the singer. 
"No, | live close by, you know." 

Stone nodded and closed his eyes again 


"Bye," Eddie said. 


The singer grabbed his jacket that was hanging by the door and turned off the lights before walking out, 
leaving Stone to sit and ache in the dark 


The second-hand drug market? 


The morning after, Stone slowly emerged from a heavy alcohol-infused sleep. He felt like he had slept for a full 
day but when he checked his watch, he noticed that it was only 845 in the morning. He didn't remember what 
time he went to bed. He recalled he stayed on the couch in Jeff's living room when the lights were off for 
quite a while. He didn't feel like lying down right away but after maybe half an hour, he walked to the spare 
bedroom and crashed on the bed. He had just taken his shoes off and slept with all his clothes on 


He felt like shit, not surprisingly. When he tried to get up, he felt dizzy. He decided to go slowly and sit up on 
the side of the bed first, waiting for the dizziness to pass. When he felt a bit more secure, he stood up. 
That's when he felt it. His whole body was aching and as uncomfortable as it was, it was not even enough to 
make him forget about the pounding headache which seemed to grow stronger each time he was moving his 
head. He didn't know if this was because of the punch or the hangover. Probably, it was a combination of both. 
He opened the curtains and the window to get some fresh air. It was a cold grey and windy day. He inhaled 
deeply, the sharp dry air stinging his body like hundreds of pins pushed inside his lungs. He shivered and closed 
the window. That was enough to wake him up a little more. He hadn't heard any noise around yet. He didn't 
know if Jeff was up but he decided to go to the bathroom and take a shower. Maybe that would help him feel 
better. 

After his shower, the guitarist dragged himself into the kitchen. Jeff was there preparing coffee. 

"morning," Jeff said. 

"Hey," Stone acknowledged and sat at the kitchen table. "I hope | didn't wake you up when | used the shower." 
"No, | was up an hour ago. Pam had to leave for work early. | just stayed in bed but | wasn't sleeping.’ 

"Good." 


"Did you manage to sleep?," Jeff asked. 


"Yes, actually, | did. Not that it made me feel any better... | feel worse than last night, when | was feeling 
pretty bad already," Stone commented while holding his head in his hands, slumped over the table. 


"Are you finally going to tell me what happened?," Jeff asked. 
He was leaning against the counter next to the coffee machine which was making all kinds of odd noises 
reminiscent of an old car engine that's refusing to start up. This was the last thing Stone wanted to hear right 


now but he badly needed coffee so he knew he had to put up with it. 


The guitarist was well aware that Jeff was still waiting for an answer to his question Fortunately, the doorbell 


rang at that moment. Stone gave a sigh of relief for the interruption when he saw Jeff walking out of the 
kitchen to go and see who was here at that hour. 


"Hey, Eddie.. What are you doing here so early?," Jeff asked. 

"| thought I'd bring some donuts for breakfast and see how he's doing.” 
“Sure, come in. He's in the kitchen" 

Eddie walked in and gave a pat on Stone's hunched over back. 


"There was this for you as well in front of the door," Eddie said to Stone as he put the donut box on the table 
together with a small plastic bag with For Stone written on it. 


"What is it?," Stone asked. 


He looked into the bag and got out a bottle of Vicodin which had a little red gift bow stuck on top of it and 


some handwriting on the side that read Take care, Chris. 

Stone shook his head and smiled at Chris' ludicrous sense of humor. 

"Nice of him," Eddie said when he picked up the bottle to see what was written on it. 

Jeff gave a look at the bottle as well and frowned. 

"Where did he get Vicodin between last night and this morning? It's prescription only. Not sure you should 
swallow any of that, in case it comes from some shady second-hand drug market," Jeff told Stone with a 


reprobatory look. 


"Jeez, Jeff.. ‘The second-hand drug market? Listen to yourself. You sound like me usually but worse," Stone 


snorted. 


‘I'm serious. And you could have gotten hurt last night. ! don't want you to get sick or worse with whatever 


that is." 
"He probably knows a doctor, that's it" the guitarist said. 
Stone got up and filled a glass with water from the tap to swallow two pills. 


Eddie was wondering what they may have been talking about before he arrived given the tension between the 
Two guys. 


"Letts get something to eat and coffee. That'll do us all some good," the signer said as he poured himself a cup. 


‘lm not very hungry.” 
"You'd feel better if you ate," Jeff said. 


‘lm going home," the guitarist said. "I just need to lay down and that'll be all for today. We see each other 
Friday, ok?" 


"Why Friday?," Jeff asked 

‘Rehearsal, as every Friday," Stone replied 

"Kil drive you home," Jeff said 

"No, | need some fresh air, I'l walk, thanks” 

And without further comment, Stone headed out. Jeff sat at his kitchen table and cursed at himself 
"What's the problem?," Eddie asked 

"You've seen the problem. He's not doing fine" 


‘Of course, he's not fine. Het hungover and probably has a headache the size of Texas ‘cause he got beaten up 


last night. What did you expect?,” Eddie said before biting into a donut. 


"Not this morning specifically. He's been distant since a few weeks. Remember when we recorded with Chris? 


All was fine and nice, then when we came back here, he started to be withdrawn and a bit antisocial." 
"Winter blues?,” the singer suggested. 

"l'm worried for him. I've never seen him like this." 

"He's not a kid anymore. You're getting on his nerves," Eddie said. 


"Really? Well, I've known him since much longer than you. We're best friends. | know when he's ok or not and 


this is not ok for him" 


"Jeff, l'm not saying you're not his best friend. All I'm saying is that you're not going the right way about 
whatever's bugging him right now," Eddie said calmly. 


"He's the serious one and the most normal guy | know. He doesn't get drunk alone in a bar and get into fights. | 
don't know what's gotten into him. What is it gonna be when we're recording for our own album? Eddie, we're 


starting next month. Shit, he need to get his act together and if he doesn't, I'm gonna make him. We can't 


screw up this opportunity. Not after what happened with our last band. He must know it as well." 
"Did he tell you what happened yesterday?" 

"No, you just arrived when | asked him. You kinda ruined the timing.” 

"Sorry. But he wouldn't have said anything anyway, seeing how he was behaving a few minutes ago." 
"You're trying to tell me you know better what to do with him than me," Jeff asked. 

"Just give him some space," Eddie said. 

Jeff glared back at Eddie but didn't say anything further. 


Deep down he knew that Eddie was right and that was more upsetting than all the rest. Yet, he couldn't stop 
worry for his best friend and he didn't like not to be able to reach him and to think that Eddie might. 


Eddie showed up in their lives a few months ago. He wasn't from Seattle, he didn't know anything about their 
place and the people here and what environment they had grown up with. Jeff and Stone had been best friends 
since years and all of a sudden, this California weird guy arrived and he figured out Stone? That couldn't be. 
Eddie was a talented guy, a great songwriter and a fantastic singer but he was strange. The exact type of 
person Stone would not hang around with, Jeff always thought. But since Eddie had moved up to Seattle and 
they were all a happy family of five meeting each other almost every day, Jeff had noticed that Stone was 
getting very comfortable with Eddie. He would have never imagined that these two would have hit it off but 
somehow, they did and Jeff felt a bit like the third wheel. 


You're a highly sought-after specimen 
Three days later, it was Friday and the day of their band practice. They would usually meet every week-ends 
and Fridays for practice and once during the week if possible, depending a bit on Mike's work schedule as he 


still had a part-time job and was trying to hold on to it for as long as he could, just in case things wouldn't 


work out with the band. 


Stone didn't have to meet with the other band members before a few hours and so he decided it was time he 


left his home and pass by Chris‘ apartment. 

He knocked a few times and waited, trying to hear if there was any noise coming from inside the place but he 
couldn't guess if there was anyone home. The door finally opened. Chris was only wearing jeans and obviously 
didn't care who could have knocked but his face lightened up when he saw who it was. 

"Hey, Stone..," he said. "Come in" 

"Hi, Chris." 

Stone walked into the apartment. 

"Sorry to show up unannounced," Stone said. 

"No problem. You look in much better shape than last time | saw you," Chris mentioned. 

| guess. That's why l'm here. | wanted to say thanks for having intervened with Jerry and Sean" 

Chris was smiling and shook his head. 

"Don't bother, it's fine. Of course, we did. | wouldn't want you black and blue and all broken for the release of 
the album," Chris said jokingly, referring to the Temple of the Dog record that would be released a litle later, 


in April 


“Sure, wouldn't look good for the promo pictures, right?,” Stone answered. "And thanks for the Vicodin. It was 


helpful." 
"Good." 
"The red gift bow was a nice touch too," Stone added. 


"Couldn't resist. Glad you appreciated the sentiment." 


Chris walked into his kitchen and opened the fridge. 


"Do you want something to drink?,” he asked. 
"No, nothing.. Or just water," Stone replied. 


"Ok. Here you go," Chris said as he handed a small bottle of water over to him. "Let's go over there," he said 
going back into his living room to go sit on the sofa. 


Chris‘ apartment wasn't very large and it was quite messy. Stone looked around and thought he couldn't live 


like that. It wasn't a dirty mess but there was stuff everywhere, on the floor, on the chairs, on the sides of 


the sofa. You had to look where you were walking to make sure you wouldn't step on anything. 
"So why did you bring me to Jeff that night?,” Stone asked. 


"We didn't know your address, but we knew where Jeff lives, and since you're friends, we thought he might 
have given you shelter for the night.” 


"How come you don't know where | live but | know where you live?," Stone wondered out loud. 


"No idea," Chris stated. "Maybe because | throw cool parties that you're attending but you never reciprocate," 


he answered. 

"Possible..." Stone replied. "l'm not known for throwing parties." 

"It's ok. | like that you come over to mine." 

"Sure..'cause I'm such a party animal that it wouldn't be the same if | weren't around,’ Stone scoffed. 


"You're the quiet and introvert clever guy that makes impression on others," Chris corrected. "You're a highly 


sought-after specimen" 


Stone was laughing at Chris' attempt at flattery. It was nice of him to try to make him feel better but it was 
not necessary, he thought. He knew he was not the party type. 


"Are you in a rush?," Chris asked. 

"No, why?" 

"| can make you listen to some of our latest stuff, if you want, and you'll give me your enlightened advices." 
"Of course, yes," Stone said as he stood up to follow him next door. 


Chris had a very large bedroom, which served as bedroom but mainly as studio and storage place for his 


instruments. 

About an hour later, they had finished listening to the last demo tape that Chris had available. Soundgarden 
was going to start recording the following month as well for their next album. Stone was sure they would get 
in touch regularly during their respective sessions, even if they wouldn't be using the same studios. Their 
respective bands had grown closer after the Temple of the Dog album and he liked Chris' band sound very 


much. 


Chris was putting back the tapes in their right order and right place in his organized mess when Stone said 
something out of the blue. 


"They were making fun of Andy." 


Chris was standing with his back to Stone who was sitting on the edge of the bed. Chris turned around and 
looked at him a bit confused. 


"What are you talking about?" 


"That night at the bar, the two guys.. There was still a flyer of the band and they started making fun of him, 
his death... | snapped." 


Chris nodded, now that he understood what the guitarist was referring to. He went to sit next to Stone. 


"| shouldn't have even said anything but it got to me and.. He was too cool a guy to be disrespected. You know? 


| mean, of course, you know. You knew him just as much," Stone rambled to himself looking down at his feet. 
"Yeah, he was a great guy, and you're a great friend, Stone," Chris said. 

The guitarist looked up at him and Chris could see he had tears in his eyes. 

"He wouldn't want you to cry for him," the singer said taking Stone's face between his hands. 

"| know." 

Chris was looking into his friend's eyes and saw he was fighting back the tears, only a few dripped over his 
cheeks and Chris wiped them off with his thumbs. Stone winced as the singer pressed a little too hard his still 
recovering cheek. 

"Sorry," Chris apologized as he realized and moved his hands away. "Still hurts?" 


"Not really.. Just if you touch it," Stone replied. 


"I's going away. You won't see anything in a few days," the singer said. 


Despite what occurred just a few seconds ago, Chris felt the urge to touch the guitarist's bruised cheekbone 
again, but this time he did it carefully. He brushed his fingertips very lightly over the sensitive area. Stone's 
gaze was locked onto his and Chris hated the sadness he could read in his friends eyes. He also remembered 
how often he caught himself eyeing the guitarist as they were rehearsing and recording for the tribute album. 
He was good looking for sure, and Chris had the feeling that he didn't know it or he didn't care. Chris did care 
and what he thought would never happen was perhaps not so impossible now. He slid his other hand behind 
Stone's neck and pulled him closer. The guitarists stare was an invitation he couldn't refuse and Stone's body 


language didn't seem to object to the pull. 
Chris' mouth landed on Stone's, who instinctively tilted his head on one side and let Chris take over. The kiss 
deepened and Chris made them both roll on his bed, moving on top of Stone without breaking up the contact 


with his lips. Stone's arms snaked around the singer, his hands caressing Chris' bare back. 


Chris moved away from the guitarist's lips. He looked down at Stone who was smiling under him, pushing the 


singer's hair away to one side to see his face better. 
| don't know why l'm doing this," Stone said to Chris. 
Chris chuckled and smiled back, noticing there were no tears in Stone's eyes anymore. 


"Well, | know why | am doing this.. You're in desperate need of some tender loving care and you're gorgeous, 


even with your busted up face." 


Chris lowered himself a little and kissed Stone again, letting his hand travel down the guitarist side till the hem 
of his t-shirt and then back up but this time under it. Stone's skin was warm and smooth and Chris wanted 
nothing more than to feel the guitarists body heat up a little more under his touch. His hand continued its 


exploration down, caressing the growing bulge that was poking under the denim of Stone's jeans. 
"Chris." Stone moaned as he turned his head away to breath. 


"Shit, Stone.. You're turning me on like you have no idea," Chris whispered in the guitarists ear while feeling his 


own jeans become way too tight. 
"We shouldn't do this..," the guitarist said softly. 


Chris bit his own lower lip, thinking that stopping here would be an excruciating torture but he didn't want to 
upset his friend or push him too much as he did look a bit distressed. 


‘I'm sorry," Stone said looking up at him and moving away. "You're gorgeous too. It's not the problem. I'm just 
not in the right frame of mind for this. Plus, if we would fuck, | need to take off my clothes and my back is 
still all bruised, doesn't look good" 


Chris had to laugh about that last remark 
"If we'd fuck, | would have you on your back, so it wouldn't matter," Chris said. 


Stone's face was now blushing a vivid shade of pink, which was quite a strange color mix with the yellowish 


blue of his cheek bruise. 

"Well... | guess, | should be going," Stone concluded. "I only really came over to say thank you." 
"And you're really good at that, believe me," Chris grinned. 

"Yeah, right" 


"Stone, wait.. | mean it. Joke aside..," Chris was right behind him. "I've always found you quite attractive... I'm 


sorry if this comes up now." 
"IFs ok," Stone told him before opening the door and swiftly walking out. 


Chris was kicking himself after Stone left. Did he just miss his chance or did he do the right thing by avoiding 


to insist? He could have tried to charm his way around. He was good at that but would it have been fair? 


Get off my case 


Stone only noticed what time it was when he was already half-way between Chris’ place and his own 
apartment. He wanted to go back to his place and take a shower before going to the rehearsal. He was a bit 
short of time but his mind was racing from the short make-out session with Chris and he wouldn't manage to 
hold it together with the others if he showed up now. He needed to cool down first. He didn't understand what 
happened and why he even let Chris kiss him, nor why his body responded the way it did. If he had been drunk, 


at least, he would have had an excuse. But no, he was stone cold sober, no pun intended. 


It was in moments like this that he really wished he had a car because it would be much quicker to go from 
one place to another, even if traffic was always a bit of an issue in the city. Walking around was not the 


fastest way and there were never busses on his route when he needed them. 


Stone finally arrived at their rehearsal place after having stopped at his place first. Everyone was there 


already, of course, as he showed up unusually late by almost half an hour. 


He could see Jeff was trying hard not to say anything about his delay and he was thankful that they had 
started and not waited for him. He got his guitar out and plugged it. He could feel Mike's stare and wondered 
why he would be looking at him this way. Then he realized that Mike and Dave hadn't seen him since Monday, 
which was before he got hit and they were probably just looking at how bad it was because for sure, Jeff had 
briefed them about the bar fight before, especially since he had arrived after everybody else. 


Band practice went smoothly that day. They were only a few weeks away from getting into the studio and 
recording and by now the songs were flowing effortlessly for all of them, Eddie had found his place among the 
band like he had been there with them for a few years. They were surely still experimenting and tweaking a 
few things here and there and trying some alternative solos or intros but most of it was agreed upon. 

The rehearsal was finished and Mike proposed that they'd all go back to his place for pizza and beer to start 
the evening. Dave volunteered to go pick up the food with him and they both left ahead of the others. Stone 
didn't seem ready to leave and hadn't put his guitar away. Jeff wanted to leave and go join the others. 

"What are you doing?," Jeff asked Stone. 

"Changing a string. It doesn't stay tuned. It's driving me crazy," Stone replied. 


"Ok, I'll wait for you," Jeff said as he sat on the couch. 


"Why do you have to wait for me?" Stone asked without moving his head and continuing to look at what he was 
doing with his guitar. 


"You wanna go to Mike's house by foot? I'll give you a ride." 


"Is ok, you can go. I'm sure Eddie won't mind driving me there," Stone answered. 


Eddie had just gone out to put a trash bag full of their last few days' consumption of beer cans and other 
liquids and he was picking up his things. 


"Sure, no problem for me. We all go anyway," Eddie said 

Jeff was annoyed at the situation and couldn't help but confront Stone, picking on his delayed arrival earlier on 
"Why were you late?," he asked him. 

"| took a long shower at home. | didn't check the time" 


"You showered in the middle of the afternoon and lost track of time? You're kidding me, right?," Jeff said 


unconvinced. 


"Jeff, get off my case, ok?," Stone said lifting his head from his guitar to look at the bassist for the first time 
since they had started talking. 


"What is it with you these days?" 
"Nothing. Stop smothering me," the guitarist complained. 
Jeff was fuming but he hated arguments and he certainly didn't want to start one with Stone in front of Eddie. 


"You're such a stubborn annoying brat when you want, Gossard! What's your problem?" he asked without 


waiting for an answer as he left the place slamming the door behind him. 


Stone lifted his head towards the door, as if to ascertain whether his friend was gone for good and then went 


back to the task at hand. Eddie didn't say anything and just sat on the couch, sipping on a beer. 


A few minutes later, Stone was done and eventually put his guitar back in his case. Eddie finally broke the 


silence. 
"You should go easy on Jeff” 
"What do you mean?" 


"He's just worried for you. He said you've not been as close as before with him so he's a bit lost. That's all,” 


Eddie added. 


"He's behaving like my mom when | was 5. | mean, granted, I'm a bit off these days but he knows why." 


"You sure he does?," Eddie asked, not having a clue himself about what was bothering the guitarist lately. 


"I hope he hasn't forgotten yet we lost our friend a little less than one year ago," Stone said while sitting down 
on the floor and holding on to himself, his knees pressed against his chest. 


So that was that, the singer thought. Eddie moved from the couch and sat down next to him. 
‘lm sure he hasn't but he doesn't really understand what's going through your mind. 


"Like | understand," Stone snorted. "It's crazy. Don't they say time heals everything? | was so down after it 
happened. The days right after he was unplugged at the hospital, we were all busy, trying to organize the 
funeral, inform people, talk to the record company about the album release and rescheduling, meeting with the 
local press and journalists, all this crap that you have to take care of. | remember when the funeral actually 
took place, it was almost a relief. This was finally over. And then the day after, | woke up in my apartment and 
it dawned on me that this was it. He was gone and there was no band anymore. What were we supposed to do? 
It was really bad for a few weeks, then | bumped into Mike and we started hanging around together and 
jamming. That helped a lot. He put Jeff back in the picture with us and we started writing some new stuff and 
new material, then you joined.. You know how it is from then onwards," Stone explained. "We're going to record 
an album and | have a hunch that it's going to be a pretty good one. But | feel so fucked up for not being 
grateful to have the chance to do it all over again. What's wrong with me? Why am | not done with mourning? 


When will it go away?," Stone asked looking at Eddie. 


"Stop with the guilt trip, Stone. You feel what you feel. There's no set timing for these kind of things," Eddie 


tried to reassure him. 


"I know.. And | know Jeff is trying to help but the problem is that anytime | try to talk with him, he is so 
excited about the recording and the album and not messing it up, which is fine and he should be, | should be 
too. It's just we're in two different places at this moment, so | don't want to speak with him. | don't want to 
contaminate him with my bad mood. Right now, his enthusiasm or his worry for me, it's all too much to take. 


And if | explain him all this, he will just tell me l'm exaggerating and lim overthinking and.. | know him, alright?" 
Eddie nodded. He had heard both sides now, Jeff's complains about Stone's attitude and Stone's personal 
unresolved issues. He didn't think any of them was right or wrong but he thought that Stone was right when 
he was saying they were both in a different place at the moment and forcing things would just make it more 
difficult. Hopefully Jeff would start to see it and just wait for his best friend to be ready again 

"im not thinking straight," Stone said to Eddie. 

"About what?" 


"In general. This afternoon, before coming here.. | almost did something stupid again" 


"More stupid than a fight in a bar?," the singer joked. 


"Hard to say.. Different kind of stupid,” Stone tried to clarify, smiling to himself. 

"You said almost, so it means you did not do it. Its good." 

‘I'm not sure. Anyway, there is nothing like good and bad, it's not that clear-cut, is it?" 
‘You wanna get philosophical on a Friday evening?," Eddie asked. 

"No. But it's nice to talk to you. | never know what you're going to say." 

"What's so nice about that?," Eddie inquired. 


"I know Mike, Dave... | know Jeff by heart. It's predictable, to a large extent. | don't know you that much yet. 


It's more interesting.” 


"You see, most of the time, | don't know what l'm going to say either, so we're both enjoying that at least," the 


singer replied. 

Stone laughed and since a few days, it was the first time he felt good. 

Eddie stood up to go and get some fresh beers from the small fridge they were keeping in the corner of the 
rehearsal room. He handed one to the guitarist and joined him back on the floor. They were both sitting and 
leaning against the couch, with the seating cushions’ edges serving as padded headrests. 

"When do you want to leave? To go to Mike's place," Eddie asked. 

"You're in a hurry?," Stone asked back. 

"No, whenever you want." 

"Yes, no rush. | like it here. Its a cool place," Stone said turning his head on the side to look at Eddie. 

Eddie's blue eyes were smiling at him and Stone wanted to drown in them. There were sparkles of joy and 
craziness dancing in them. The guitarist hoped that he might start to feel like that too if he stared long 
enough. 

"Eddie.. Can | try something?," Stone asked hesitantly, feeling the blush creeping over his face already. 


"Try what?" 


"| feel like..." the guitarist stopped midway in his sentence and looked away, remembering his afternoon at Chris’ 


place. 


It did feel good when Chris was hovering above him and touching him but Stone had found himself wishing that 
it had been Eddie who had showed him that kind of attention. Now that he was alone with him and that they 
were having a nice time talking, what would Eddie say or think if he tried anything? He had said it earlier. He 
was not thinking straight. Maybe he could use that as an excuse again. Or say it was a weird case of 


transference, with him mourning his former singer still and now getting infatuated with his new one. 


"You're not one that's easily at a loss for words, Stone," Eddie said when he didn't finish his sentence, reaching 
out for Stone's chin to make him turn his face back to him. "I promise I'm not gonna ask any question Just 


talk to me if you need to unload whatever's weighing on you." 
"Even if you don't ask anything.. You might not like it," Stone warned the singer. 
"| take the chance," Eddie said. 


This was too much to bear and to withhold, Stone thought. He wouldn't be able to forgive himself if he didn't 
do anything, so trying to forget all the possible negative outcomes of his actions, he finally made his move, 
slowly moving his hands to cup the face of the singer, and leaned forward to press his lips against Eddie's 
mouth. 


Eddie was surprised. He didn't push the guitarist away but he didn't really respond. His mind was too busy 
trying to process how and why Stone went from venting about his prolonged mourning to pressing his mouth 


over his. 


Stone broke the kiss, moving back a little and looking up at Eddie's eyes to try to assess the extent of the 
damages. The singer didn't seem angry or upset. He hadn't reacted yet. Stone was expecting that some kind of 
cursing or offended expression would come out of the still slightly parted lips that were just a few inches 
away from his but nothing of that sort happened. Eddie didn't say anything and instead moved a little forward 
and kissed him back. 


Did you sleep well? 


It was Eddie's turn to pull away and check for Stone's reaction, which was hard to read apart for 


embarrassment, if he would interpret correctly the reddish shades of the guitarists cheeks 
"Why did you kiss me back?," Stone blurted out 

This was not the kind of remark that Eddie had been expecting 

"Because | thought you wanted me to?," Eddie ventured. 

"But you.. You wanted it too?" 


‘Stone, you're a beautiful soul in a beautiful body. Who wouldn't want to taste your mouth and stick his or her 
tongue down your throat?," Eddie told him while running his fingers into his hair. 


"You're such a romantic talker, Eddie," Stone said with a frown. 

"Be careful what you wish for. | could woo you.” 

Stone face-palmed and then gazed back at Eddie. 

"Thanks for taking it with humor. At least, I'm not completely humiliated," the guitarist said. 

Eddie was confused. Did Stone really think he was making fun of him? 

"Stone, lm serious," he felt obliged to say. "| find you hot and attractive with your shy nerdy ways. Just | 
never thought you were into guys, so | didn't even try anything. And | didn't want to be the new guy who 
screws up the band by hitting on you." 


Stone gulped a little too loud and then shook his head, to try to chase any odd thoughts away. 


"Yeah, no, you're right. Its probably not a good idea anyway, because of the band. But.. For the records, | didn't 
know | was into guys either. | mean, till today. We should go.” 


As they left, Stone asked Eddie to drop him at his place. The guitarist wasn’t sure it was a good idea for him 
to spend the evening drinking, after his adventure of a few days ago, and after what had just happened with 
Eddie. He declined going back with him to Mike and told him that he'd stayed home. Eddie didn’t insist and left. 


That was refreshing, Stone thought. Eddie usually wouldn't insist or try to convince you to do something. If you 
said one thing, he was fine with it. He wasn't trying to second-guess you or, change your mind. This might 
have been one of the things that attracted Stone to Eddie. He was easy going. He was a little weird at times 


and often impossible to figure out but around him Stone could behave like himself without being judged and he 
liked that. Especially these days as he wasn't doing fine, he just needed someone to accept him the way he was 
and let him be. Also, he had become quite fond of the singer's childlike attitude and spontaneity. Some people 
could find it irritating and immature but Stone enjoyed it. 

It was passed midnight when Stone decided to go to bed, even if he thought it would be difficult to fall asleep. 
He had been home alone for three hours and couldn't think of anything else than what had happened at Chris's 
place in the afternoon and then with Eddie that same evening. 

He had been lying in his bed for at least half an hour and sleep wasn't coming yet. That's when he heard the 
doorbell. First he thought this might have been one of his neighbors who had a late visitor. But then the bell 
rang again and it was too loud to be next door. There was someone downstairs for him. He got out of bed and 
went to pick up the intercom next to the entrance door. 

"lts Eddie." 

Stone froze and didn't know what to say. Should he let him in? Why was he at his door in the middle of the 
night? He had no answers to any of these questions but he pushed on the open door button anyway. He walked 
to his door and unlocked it, leaving it ajar. 

Eddie knocked on the door, even if the fact that it was slightly open probably meant he could come in 
"Stone?," he called as he walked in and pushed the door closed behind him. 

There was not much light inside, just a couple of table lamps were on. 

"Hi," Stone said, coming out of the kitchen and finishing to drink a glass of water. 

"I woke you up?" 

‘| wasn't sleeping," the guitarist replied. 

He saw Eddie's look, eyeing him up and down, and remembered he was just wearing a t-shirt and his shorts. 


"But | was in bed, trying to fall asleep," he added. 


"| was driving back home and.. | was thinking about you. | wanted to make sure you were ok. And | mean this in 


a non-smothering-Jeff kind of way." 
Stone chuckled at the expression. 


"Ill be ok, Eddie. It's just not been the best week of my life," he said with a smirk "You guys stayed at Mike's 


place?" 


"Yes, we ate and we drank. We drank more than we ate. We smoked.. A normal Friday night," Eddie concluded. 
"You shouldn't drive. Take a cab home," Stone told him. 

‘Its not far." 

"| know but still.. Or you can sleep here tonight" 

A big grin grew across Eddie's face. 

"Are you propositioning me?," he said playfully. 

"You take the couch if you stay here," the guitarist indicated. 

"Your couch doesn't seem very comfortable for sleeping," Eddie replied. 

Stone sighed and regretted having said anything in the first place but now it was too late. 

"Ok, fine. We share the bed, but.. Don't do anything strange, ok?," Stone asked. 

"Look who's talking. You kissed me this afternoon" 

| had warned you | wasn't thinking straight these days." 

"Well, by now you should know | never think straight..." Eddie said as he walked to the bedroom. 

Stone went back to the kitchen to leave his glass in the sink before going to lock the front door and turning 
off the lamps in the living room. He went to his bedroom and saw Eddie in bed already, his clothes piled up 
next to his side of the bed. 

"Which side do you normally take?,” Eddie asked. 

"Doesn't matter," Stone said as he slid himself under the sheet and the comforter on the left side of the bed. 
To the guitarist's surprise, Eddie wasn't difficult or chatty once in bed. He fell asleep almost immediately, which 
was a relief. For the guitarist, however, it was even less easy to sleep now that the object of his recent 
fixation was lying next to him in his bed wearing close to nothing. Still somehow, Stone managed to fall asleep. 
In the morning, Eddie woke up first. He opened his eyes and saw a few patches of light blue sky in-between 


greyish clouds. There were rain drops on the window. He sighed at the crappy rainy local weather. He still 


wasn't used to that for sure. 


He was waking up slowly, feeling the pinch of a hangover at the back of his head. When he tried to move his 
left hand to push away his hair from his face, he realized that Stone had turned and crawled over his half of 
the bed in his sleep. He was sleeping on his side, curled up against Eddie, his face almost right against Eddie's 
chest, blocking his left arm and hand under him. The singer smiled at the sight of the guitarist's sleep position 
He could have moved his arm from under Stone at once, which would probably have woken him up a bit 
abruptly. Instead, Eddie decided to roll Stone over and push him on his back next to him, hoping this wouldn't 


wake him up. He would slide his arm from under him as they'd be moving. 


Eddie proceeded and rolled them over gently on his side, pushing Stone away in the process. As he was still 


hovering above the guitarist and sliding his arm from under him, Stone opened his eyes. 
"What are you doing?" 


‘| was pushing you away to free my arm, sorry it woke you up. | was trying to be gentle," Eddie said, a bit 
startled by how alert the guitarist was even if he had just woken up. 


"Oh..Ok. Sorry,” Stone replied feeling a bit awkward about the situation and the proximity with the singer so he 
swiftly retreated to his side of the bed. 


"Did you sleep well?," he asked Eddie. 

"Yes, | blacked out after | went to bed, right?" 

"You did," Stone confirmed, 

"Thanks for leting me sleep here.” 

"| didn't want you to have an accident or something bad like that 

Eddie was looking at Stone's sleepy face, hair all messy. Gosh, he looked good in the morning too, he thought fo 
himself but he didn't want to make it more awkward than it seemed for Stone already so he kept his mouth 
shut. 

"| guess I'll get going," Eddie said as he got up and picked up his clothes. 

"You don't have to run away, you know. | can make us coffee," Stone said 


‘Its fine, I'll go home and shower. | see you in a few hours anyway," Eddie added. 


Stone wondered why he would see Eddie again and then remembered that it was Saturday and they had band 
practice today. 


It wasnt as painful as | thought it'd be 


Later on that same day, band practice went well. Jeff kept his distances a little in order to try to give Stone 
some breathing space, remembering Eddie's last comment the day before, and that evening, Stone joined the 
rest of the guys for a few drinks and listening to local bands playing at one of the clubs downtown, It seemed 
like things were fine again, except that Jeff and him weren't on their usual chatty terms and the bassist 
started to miss this. 


The day after, Sunday late morning, Stone was at home working on a new song on his acoustic when he heard 
knocks at the door. He looked into the peephole and saw it was Xana, Andy's last girlfriend. She stood in front of 
his front door and had a shoe box in her hands. 


"Good morning," Stone said without trying to mask the hint of surprise in his voice when he opened the door. 
"Hi, Stone." 

Stone invited her to come in 

"I know it's been a long time but | was running some errands in your neighborhood..," she started to explain 
"How did you come up?" 


"You mean without ringing from the ground floor? There was an older guy who was going out when | arrived 
and was about to ring your bell so he let me inside. | guess he thought | didn't look dangerous,” she joked. 


Stone hadn't seen her since the year before, a little after the funeral. Xana and Andy were no longer together 
when he died but then again, he and this girl had been on and off for most of the band time so it was difficult 
to not think of her as his girlfriend, regardless of whether she was or not at a specific period. They had a 
strong bond and remained friends even when they were not dating anymore. Stone had never been very close 


to her. He didn't mind her but they didn't seem to have much in common apart for Andy. 
"What's in the box?," Stone asked. 


Its for you. Can you believe | still had some big boxes unopened from when we emptied his apartment last 
year? | finally went through the last ones because | needed to make some room in my place to store some 


things. It wasn't as painful as | thought it'd be. Not nice either but... Still some good memories too sometimes.” 
She handed over the box to Stone who lifted the cover and checked inside. 


Its mainly papers from the record company. | kept a copy of certain documents but | give you the original. 
Since its band stuff, | guess they may contact you if there is anything important with the record label. 


Maybe it's just random contract papers and you have these papers too but | don't know so | prefer to give 


you all that. Hope you don't mind." 
Stone put the cover back and nodded. 


“Sure. I'll look through it." 


“There are a few pictures too, some concerts flyers... | have many things, | thought you might want some of 


those too perhaps." 
"Ok, thank you," Stone said looking at the tall brunette. 


She had cut her hair a bit since the last time he had seen her and she was wearing very normal clothes, for 
once. She usually was much more colorfully dressed. She was a model, fairly unconventional in her appearance. 
Stone supposed that's what Andy loved about her. She didn't look like any other girl and she had been patient 


enough to put up with him most of the time, even at his lowest, when his drug use habits were the worst. 
"What happened to you? Your cheek," she pointed. 

Stone had forgotten about that. Of course, she would have to ask 

‘Nothing, a silly accident," the guitarist replied without giving any details. 


"I heard it's going well with your new band. You're bouncing back nicely," she said to try to keep a bit of 


conversation going, which she knew wasn't an easy task with Stone. 
"Yes, the band is working hard, we're recording next month," Stone stated. 


He was trying to find something else to say but nothing came to his mind and he didn’t actually want to have 
this conversation going on too long. Talking to her meant thinking about Andy or talking about Any, eventually. 


"Great," she said. "Well.. You look good, | hope the project works out well. | gotta go," she concluded before 
walking back to the door. 


"Bye," Stone said. 


He didn't want to be rude to her, obviously, but the last thing he needed these days were reminders of his 
friend and their former band and she had just delivered that to him nicely packaged in a shoe box. 


He didn't want to look into the stuff she had brought but leaving the box on the corner of the kitchen bar 
table wouldn't do any good and each time he'd pass it by, he would be reminded that he still had to look into it. 
Knowing himself, even if he had put it away in a closet or under his bed, he would remember it was there and 


it would still bug him. So basically, now he had no choice but to check what she had brought him. 


Stone picked up the box and went to sit on the sofa after getting a cup of coffee. 


After twenty minutes of sifting through paper and various record company documents, Stone hadn't seen 
anything in particular that required special attention or was really worth keeping for him. There were a few 
pictures in there but he really wasn't in the mood to look at them so he put them all together on top of the 
documents and put the lid back on the box. 


The only slightly odd thing in the whole array of papers that Xana had gathered for him was a letter that was 
addressed to him. The handwriting on the envelope was Andy's. Stone had seen so many pieces of paper, 
notebooks and whatnot on which the singer had written lyrics back in the days that he couldn't miss whose 
handwriting it was. The letter was ready to be mailed. It was sealed at the back and addressed to him but it 
didn't have any stamp. This was a bit strange. Maybe Andy had planned to drop it in his mailbox but then why 
bother writing the whole street address and zip code and all that, he thought. Also, he couldn't really 
remember having ever received a card or letter from Andy, not even for Christmas or his birthday so why 


would the guy go to the trouble of mailing him something? 


He went back to the kitchen and got a small knife from the utensils drawer. He used it to open the mail that 
was addressed to him. As he did so, he realized he was about to read something written to him by Andy 
probably a year or two ago. It was a little bizarre, like a letter from the dead. The thought sounded creepy in 
his head and Stone was sure there must have been horror movies starting this way but he never watched 
those so he didn't really know what would happen in these after the main character read the letter. He took a 


sip of coffee and shook off the horror story ideas from his head. 


He looked into the envelope and retrieved a single page that was folded in two. He took a deep breath before 
unfolding it, as if he knew that what he was about to read was going to be tough to process. It was dated 20 
July 1989. His own birthday two years ago. Was it a birthday wish note? Stone began to read. 


It didn't take him long to finish going through the note, maybe a few minutes. He was feeling light-headed and 
he was struggling to swallow. He looked at the piece of paper that he was still holding in his hand and took a 

few steps back to lean against the wall. He closed his eyes and slowly let himself slide against the bare brick 
surface of the kitchen wall till he touched the ground He just sat there and felt a few tears rolling down his 


face. 


Can | drive? 


Author's Notes: 
A bit of a transitional chapter, leading to much more in next one.. 


It was | o'clock in the afternoon on Monday when Stone arrived at Eddie's place. He knocked on the door and 


waited for an answer. 
"Hi," Eddie said when he answered the door. 
"Hi, Eddie. | need a favor," Stone said without even asking how Eddie was doing. 


The guitarist also did not notice that the singer was holding the door wide open for him to come in and he 
stayed outside. 


"What kind of favor?" 

"Can | borrow your car?," Stone asked. 

"Sure," Eddie said. 

"Thanks, but | need it for several days. ls it ok?," Stone added. 
"Several days?" 

"Yes. I'm going on a trip," Stone announced. 


Eddie was wondering what Stone was talking about and then he noticed a big duffel bag on the ground next to 


Stone's guitar case. 
"Where are you going?" 


"Don't know. | need to get away from here a few days," Stone said as he shoved his hands into his jeans front 


pockets, looking unsure and determined at the same time. 


"Want some company on your road trip?," Eddie asked without thinking twice about the situation or whether he 


had anything planned for the next few days. 


Stone tilted his head on one side. He hadn't expected him to propose this. He was planning to get in the car and 


drive as far as he could from Seattle, probably heading South till he couldn't keep his eyes open tonight. He 


would have stopped on the side of the road and slept in the car. He would have continued the day after and 
maybe only then started to think about Andy's letter and its implications. 


Yet, the prospect of being with Eddie for a trip was appealing. He liked being around Eddie, despite the awkward 
kissing moment a few days ago. They were both beyond this, it seemed. They had even shared a bed two 
nights ago and nothing had happened, so all was fine on that front. Eddie was a great listener and maybe it 


would be safer to travel with someone else, if you had to sleep in the car. 


"| don't even know where | go or why | go," Stone said, making up a little white lie as he knew very well why he 


was going away. 


"Sounds like a perfect trip plan to me," the singer replied enthusiastically. "Come in and let me pack some stuff. 


Won't take long." 

Stone picked up his duffel bag and guitar case and walked in 

A little later, Eddie had packed his own big backpack and they got in his car. 

"Can | drive?" Stone asked. 

‘Of course," Eddie said and passed him the keys. 

They didn't talk much during the first few hours of drive. They mainly spoke when they stopped early evening 
for a bite at a small restaurant along the road. They were driving South on Route IOl along the coast line. 
Stone insisted on driving again after they had dinner but after another two hours behind the wheel, the 
guitarist started to feel really worn out. It was 100 pm only but he felt like stopping and getting ready to call 
it a day. OF course, now that they were two in the car for the ride, it was not possible to sleep in it 
comfortably so they looked for a cheap motel and took a room with twin beds for the night. 

"| guess I'm not used to drive that much," Stone said as he flopped on the bed. 

The motel room was not very inspiring but it seemed clean and it would do for the night. Stone wasn't feeling 
like sleeping although he was tired. He peeked through the window. Their room was on the second floor 


overlooking a small swimming pool in the motel courtyard. There weren't many rooms lit around and not many 


cars on the parking. 

Ill be outside," Stone said as he walked out of the room taking one of the two sets of keys with him. 

An hour later, as Eddie wasn't seeing Stone come back, he looked out. The guitarist was sitting in one of the old 
lounge chairs that were scattered around the pool. He decided to head out and try to see whether Stone would 


feel like sharing what he was brooding about. 


The weather wasn't too cold and there was no wind so it was no problem to sit out in the night if like them 


you were wearing Seattle late February weather layers of clothes. 


Eddie sat down next to Stone on one of the old dingy beach reclining chairs. He looked around. The swimming 
pool was illuminated as well as its surrounding. The place looked fairly deserted but it had an unsuspected 
inviting feel to it despite the old and shabby furniture and the psychedelic 10's color-scheme of the hotel 


exterior walls. 


"IFs nice and quiet around here," Stone said when he noticed the singer's presence. "| never noticed how | miss 


the silence. The city is rice but it's noisy." 


Eddie reached out to one of the pockets inside his jacket and got out his pipe and lighter and a small plastic 
bag. 


"Want some dessert?" he asked Stone. 
The guitarist looked at what Eddie was proposing and grinned. 
"Sure." 


He let Eddie stuff the pipe and take a few first hits before grabbing it and the lighter. They smoked for a 
while, passing it to each other, enjoying the familiar warm feeling that was spreading through their bodies and 
slowly fogging their minds. 


Eddie was looking at Stone who was looking at the sky. The guitarist had something on his mind, something else 
than before. He had been down lately because of Andy's death and the mourning that seemed to never go 
away however, now there was something more. Eddie couldn't imagine or fathom what it was. Stone was fleeing 
Seattle. What had happened there in the last two days? Eddie only felt relief in the fact that since Stone had 
agreed that he came along for the trip, it meant that whatever was bothering Stone wasn't what had 
happened between the two of them when they kissed. It mattered to Eddie because of the band and because 
he really cared about Stone. He had been sincere when he told him he wanted to kiss him too but he would 
also respect Stone's decision when the guitarist told him that it was not necessarily the best idea to consider 


anything further. 


When the night air became colder, they headed back to the room and collapsed on their respective beds. Stone 
was hoping that the weed would help him sleep a long night. 


The guitarist woke up around 500 am, unfortunately. His first thoughts were for Andy's words, what he 
wrote to him in that birthday letter. From then onwards, Stone knew he wouldn't be getting another minute of 
sleep. He stayed in bed for a long while, eyes wide open, looking at the magnolia paint that was peeling off on 
certain parts of the walls and on the ceiling. He studied the geometric pattern of the curtains hanging on both 
sides of the window. They weren't closed and he could see the sky turning orange a little. The sun was starting 
to rise and illuminate the room. He got up from his bed and searched in his jacket pocket for the letter. He sat 
on the floor against his bed, eyes closed, soaking up the very first few rays of sun from the day. He didn't 


need to read the letter again. He knew it by heart. After reading it the first time in his kitchen, he must have 
read it twenty or thirty more times that day. There were no more tears by then. Stone didn't know what he 


felt anymore. 


What do you feel now!? 


Eddie woke up with the nice feeling of the sun hitting his face. He opened his eyes and stretched. He turned 
around. Stone wasn't sleeping anymore. The guitarist was sitting on the floor at the bottom of his bed. Eddie 
sat up and moved his shoulders up and down, turning his neck left and right to slowly wake up all his body 
before standing up. He joined Stone and sat down in front of him. The guitarist definitely wasn't doing fine this 
morning. 


"Since when are you up?" 


"A few hours, | guess, | don't know what time it is now. | stayed in bed first but then | was so bored, | had to 
get up," Stone said. 


Eddie noticed Stone was holding something in his hands. 

"What is it?" 

Stone let out a long sigh. He held up the envelope between his index and middle fingers. 

"The reason I'm trying to go away,” Stone answered with one of the saddest smiles Eddie had ever seen 


The singer still had no idea what had happened to Stone, what was this letter about or what he did but at 
least he seemed ready to talk about it without being prodded. 


"Maybe you can help me?," the guitarist asked. "You mind reading it and letting me know if it makes any sense 


to you?," Stone asked. 

"Yeah, sure, I'll read it," Eddie said, not knowing what it was that got Stone so upset. 

He took the envelope that the guitarist was still holding up. There was Stone's address on it. He turned it 
around, nothing was written on the back He took out the piece of paper that was folded inside and opened it. It 


was a handwritten note. Eddie's eyes scanned at the bottom to see who it was from. It was a letter from 


Andy. The singer's attention moved back to the start of the note and he began to read. 
20 July 1189 


My dearest friend, 
My beautiful companion, 


This is a confession and a declaration. 


Today is your birthday. | will celebrate with you and the others tonight 
| look forward to your laughter and see your magnificent soul getting one year wiser with your usual elegance and 


detachment. 


Ive gotten you something a gift, not much, but something 

My real gift is coming up later. | have these words in my head, perfect for you. You will smile when you hear 
them. We will compose the music together with the band and it will be a great song, your song. 

The lyrics, their sounds, their meaning, each syllable that will slide out of my mouth each time Hl sing it will be for 


You. 


Xana doesn't know, nobody needs to know. Only the angels and the stars, and any other strange creatures that | 
secretly ask fo look over you and keep you safe, always. They know. 


Because | am yours. Since Ive known you and fallen for you. 

My heart is full of love for you. My heart swells and cries and aches and shines when you look at me and say my 
name oh so seriously! | love your ways, Stone, so much 

Í will give that love back to you a thousand times more. Not as much as you deserve but as much as | can 
manage without losing my sanity - yes, | have some left in case you wonder 

Hl do it the only way | think youll accept and enjoy. That way my love will stay and touch you forever the way it 
should Through music. | will give you my heartshine, over and over again, till Im no more. And even then, It will 


never go away as lil watch over you. 


With all my tenderness and love, 


Forever yours, 


Andy.. 


Eddie folded back the piece of paper and slid it into the envelope. He wasn't sure what to say. He had never 


read such a beautiful love declaration. He looked at Stone. 


"Now you've read this, tell me, what do | do? How do | have to feel? He was using drugs, he was often using, 
he went into rehab but | don't recall back then, that day in July two years ago if he was sober or not.. Do you 
think drugs made him write this? What do | have to think about this? Why did he write the letter and put it in 
an envelope and wrote my address but without a stamp? Does it mean he forgot to send it to me two years 
ago? Does it mean he didn't want to send it? Maybe | shouldn't have seen this but now | have. | fucking don't 
know what to think” 


Eddie looked at Stone's overly confused face. 
"Doesn't matter if he was high or not when he wrote it. Nobody writes this kind of thing without meaning it," 


Eddie said. "Nobody writes a love declaration like that and then intentionally not post it if they don't think every 
word they've put on paper. You can bet that if he didn't post it, it's because it was too personal. This is like 


writing in a diary. | guess he wrote it for himself as much as for you." 
"So you think he didn't want me to know?" 


"Not sure.. People have strange ways. He could have hoped that you'd find the letter one day, or maybe he 
would have posted it but later," Eddie said trying to be comforting. 


The guitarist was running his hands in his hair looking helpless. 


"I didn't know. | never suspected. He never did or said anything that would have led me on.. He was like a 


brother to me. It was Jeff, me and him. We were so close and | never saw anything. | don't think Jeff either." 


Stone picked up the envelope and stood up. He put the letter back in his coat pocket and walked to his bedside 
table to get his bottle of water. 


"How did you get it?," Eddie asked. 

"Xana. She passed by my apartment yesterday, she gave me a box full of papers, old stuff of Andy that she 
sorted. | quickly went through everything, there was nothing interesting but there was this letter. | had to 
open it, right?" 


Eddie didn't know what to answer. 


"As if | didn't have enough on my mind with Andy. | already don't know why | think so much about his death, 
the fact he's gone, and now.. This. Fuck, Eddie, how am | going to live with myself?" 


Edie stood up as well. 

"Listen, you didn't do anything wrong, Stone. If he fell in love with you, its not your fault. That's not why he 
died. He didn't do drugs because of you, you told me he was using way before he knew you and you had the 
band. He didn't say anything negative in this letter." 

Stone was staring at the ceiling fan He was listening to Eddie and his words were making sense. If they were 
then why was he still feeling like shit and like he screwed up things? Why was there a lump in his throat? Why 
couldn't he forget the words Andy had written? 

"What would you have done if you knew? If you knew and if he were still alive?," Eddie asked. 


Stone turned his face back at the singer. 


| don't know. | mean.. He was dating Xana. He was with her most of the time. And if it wasn't her... He always 


had a girl. | liked him, | loved him like a brother. | don't think l... | can't think about that." 


"You can't or you don't?" 
"| can't figure this out. | don't know how | feel about all this." 
The guitarist was nervously fumbling with his bottle of water. 


"Are you sure you don't know how you feel about all this? Or you don't want to admit how you feel?," Eddie 
asked Stone. 


The guitarist glared at him. 
"What does that even mean, Eddie?" 
"| don't know, Stone. You know, | don't." 


"No, | don't knowl | just told youl" Stone raised his voice, starting to lose his patience. "Why do you think I'm 
trying to go away and to reflect on this?! | have no fucking clue!" 


Perhaps pushing Stone a little bit more would help him figure out things, Eddie thought. After all, why did he 
accept that he comes along if he didn't want anyone to talk to? 


"Maybe you loved him and you feel guilty. As simple as that," Eddie stated, putting his hand on the guitarist's 


shoulder. 
"What?! Shut up, Eddie!" 


Stone was furious at the comment and pushed Eddie away, reaching for the car keys that were on the small 


table next to the window. 

"Nol," Eddie yelled, getting hold of the keys before Stone got to them. 

"Give me the keys!," Stone demanded. 

"Not letting you drive like this. You're not even dressed. Calm down." 

"lll be calm when I'll return!" Stone snapped back. 

The guitarist grabbed Eddie's arm and tried to get him to open his fist to get the keys. Even if he was taller 
than the singer, Eddie was stronger and he maneuvered out of Stone's grasp. Impatience and anger had gotten 
the best of Stone who ended up shoving Eddie against the wall in frustration. Eddie's back made a heavy thumb 
when he hit the wall. The singer hadn't expected Stone to get physical and now he was starting to have enough 


of Stone's denial and drama. He threw the keys across the room, aiming for Stone's head. This only aggravated 


the guitarist who smacked Eddie in the face. The singer froze for a few seconds, not so much from the pain 


but more from the surprise effect of the hit. 


"Stone! Fucking stop it now!," Eddie screamed and in turn pushed him, harder than he intended to as Stone lost 
his balance and fell on the bed. 


Eddie jumped over him, pinning down his wrists above his head to avoid another attempt at Stone hitting him 
or smacking him in the face. 


"Get off mel," Stone screamed. 
"Make me," Eddie snarled, still annoyed about the guitarist behavior but also a little amused at the situation. 


Stone tried to fight him back but couldn't. Eddie's weight was securely pushing him into the mattress and the 


singer's hands were strongly holding his wrists captive. 

"Fuck you, Eddie! | shouldn't have let you come with me!" 

"What do you feel nowl?," Eddie yelled. 

"| fucking want to hit youl," Stone yelled back. 

"What do you feel about Andy!?," Eddie continued. 

| hate him! | hate him for leaving us and killing the band and for not telling me he loved me! | hate myself for 


not seeing anything back then! | hate you! For being here with me now! For seeing through mel | hate you 
because | feel things for youl” 


| want to feel you 


Stone's mouth remained agape after he screamed the last bit, realizing what he had just said He was trying to 


catch his breath and tears of rage and shame were running down his face. 


Eddie was still straddling him and holding him down, waiting for the guitarist to calm down. They were staring 
at each other, not screaming or saying anything anymore for a short while. Finally, when Eddie thought it was 
safe to release Stone, he let go of his arms, and as he did, he noticed the red marks his grip had left on 


Stone's wrists. 
‘lm sorry," Eddie said, caressing the guitarist's wrists. 


Stone turned his head up left and right, trying to see what Eddie was looking at and apologizing for. He couldn't 
see but he didn't care. The soft strokes of the singer on his wrists and forearms were sending the equivalent 
of little electric shocks right into his loins and that's what he cared about at that moment. The guitarist looked 
up at Eddie whose ocean blue eyes had turned midnight blue. His heart was threatening to beat out of his 
chest. 


"Eddie, |... | didn't mean it," Stone uttered, his voice slightly strained from the screaming. "| don't hate you. | 


couldn't." 
Eddie lowered himself over the guitarist, his face only an inch away from Stone's. 
"I know, Stone," he said softly. 


And before he could move away from him, Stone lifted his head a little to meet Eddie's and close the short 
distance to the singer's mouth, sliding one hand behind Eddie's neck to keep his face close to his. 


It was very different from when they had kissed a few days ago after their rehearsal. That kiss had been 
tentative and short. This time, it was forceful, desperate and hungry, like the only way Stone could calm down 
was through sucking the life out of Eddie's mouth. Stone moved his arms lower to hug Eddie tightly against 
him. The singer responded by rolling around, moving Stone on top of him and sliding his hands down Stone's back 
and ass. He was getting hard from the contact and he could feel Stone's erection pressing against his thigh as 
well. Eddie bucked his hips a little to grind himself against the guitarist. Stone grunted appreciatively against 
Eddie's mouth. 


"Mmmh... Do that again..." Stone sighed before kissing Eddie back. 
Eddie shifted position a little and pushed his thigh up between Stone's legs. 


"Oh, yes.. Feels so good...” 


Eddie swapped them again, rolling on top of Stone once more. 

"Fuck, Stone.. You gotta tell me to stop ‘cause | won't be able to," Eddie said 
Stone brushed Eddie's hair out of his face. 

"Maybe | don't want you to stop’ 

"Im not Andy," Eddie said shaking his head. 

"| know" 

"lll never be Andy." 


"| didn't want Andy this way. | want you," Stone whispered holding Eddie close to him, his short fingernails 
digging into Eddie's lower back. "I need you, | need to feel something and.. | want to feel you," the guitarist said. 


Eddie looked down at Stone's pleading eyes. They were almost black with their widely dilated pupils. The darkness 
was pulling Eddie in like light into a black hole. He wanted Stone too. 


"Don't move," Eddie told him. 


The singer jumped off the bed and walked to the side of his bed, looking for something in the pockets of his 
backpack. When he came back to Stone's side, he put a bottle of lube and condoms on the nightstand. 


Stone sat up to take off his t-shirt and paused afterwards. He knew he had to take off his shorts too now. He 
wanted to do it but the stupid fact of undressing in front of Eddie was getting to him. Still he pushed his 
shorts down all the way before throwing them on the floor. Eddie was only wearing his boxers and he tossed 


them aside as well. 

The guitarist looked at Eddie, blush invading his face. 

Stone's heart was beating a mile a minute when Eddie lay over him. The singer's mouth teased his neck and 
collarbones with kisses and bites while his fingers worked their way in, slowly prepping him. Eddie eventually slid 


inside him, making Stone pant and whine, before managing to make him moan and sigh. 


"Oh, God... Eddie..," Stone huffed once the singer was inside him, wincing a little and clenching his fingers into 
Eddie's lower back. 


"Shh... ItIl feel good..," Eddie answered soothingly, not moving yet to allow Stone some time to relax and take in 


the feeling of being filled. 


The sensation was weird and conflicting. It hurt and burnt but it turned him on and made him feel good at the 


same time. He didn't want Eddie to stop and when the singer started to move his hips, slowly thrusting and 
hitting his prostate, it was like nothing the guitarist had experienced before. 


Stone came first, not able to control himself very much. Eddie followed quickly after a few more thrusts, not 
capable either to hold on much longer after Stone's body had tensed up around him, pressing him in the most 


pleasurable way. 
The singer eased out of Stone and moved to his side. 

"You ok?," Eddie asked, pushing away a few strands of hair that were sticking to Stone's sweaty forehead. 
Stone nodded, eyes still closed and breathing heavily 

‘Look at me, Stone," Eddie said. 


The guitarist turned his head a little, eyes half open with a faint and shy smile across his lips when he met 
Eddie's blissful gaze. The singer picked up the bedsheet and wiped Stone's stomach clean, noticing that Stone's 


cock was still hard. 


"Let me take care of that for you," he said licking his lips before sliding down between the guitarists legs and 
taking him in his mouth. 


And while Eddie was trying his best to chase away Stone's demons, back in Seattle Jeff was wondering where 
the guitarist was. He hadn't seen or heard from his best friend since the rehearsal Saturday. They had 
cancelled the one of Sunday as Mike had to work unexpectedly. It was Tuesday morning and Stone wasn't 
answering his phone at home. Saturday band practice had gone well but Jeff hadn't had much time to catch-up 
with Stone and he wanted to apologize for their argument Friday evening because they hadn't really talked 
about that since it had happened. 


Since they weren't meeting up on Sunday with the band, he had left a message with the guitarist to meet him 
in a bar downtown. Stone hadn't shown up or returned his call. He still hadn't heard from him by Monday. The 
bassist therefore decided to go to his place on Tuesday, ready to confront Stone on why he might possibly be 
ignoring him now. No one answered the door. Jeff started to think that Stone was pushing the joke a little too 
far now so as much as he hated to resort to that, he drove back to his place where he had a spare key to 
Stone's apartment and then drove back the guitarist's place. 


He knocked on the door a few times before unlocking the front door and making his way in. Once inside, there 
was no trace of Stone. Jeff looked around, everything looked normal, except for Stone who was nowhere to be 
seen. He walked into his friend's bedroom. There was a big travel bag next to his bed and the closet door was 
wide open. There was nothing in the big travel bag. Was Stone preparing to go somewhere? Jeff walked back 


into the living room area and sat on the couch. He picked up the phone and called Mike. 


"Hi, Mike! Its Jeff" 
‘Hey there. What's up?" 

"Have you seen or heard from Stone?," Jeff asked 

"No, why?" 

"| haven't seen or heard from him since our last rehearsal, Saturday. I'm at his place, he's not here. 


"What do you mean he's not here?," Mike inquired because he was not following Jeffs reasoning and why Jeff 


was at Stone's place if Stone wasn't home. 
"| think he's gone somewhere." 
"Without telling you?" 


‘Obviously, otherwise, | wouldn't be calling you," Jeff replied with a sigh of slight exasperation. "Can you call 


Dave and Eddie? I'll call around to see if anyone else has seen him, ok?" 
"Ok, I'll let you know," Mike replied. 


Later that day, in the evening, Mike came over to Jeff's place. He had no good news as no one he called had 


seen or heard of Stone in the last few days. 
"Not even Eddie?," Jeff asked surprised. 


"| didn't speak with him, | left him a message. l'm not sure he knows how to check his answering machine but 


what else can | do?" 

"Damn," Jeff uttered. "It starts to worry me. We should go to Eddie.” 

"Go there now?" 

"Why not? Its 7 o clock. l'm sure he's not gonna call you back. Better to speak with him." 

Mike and Jeff arrived at Eddie's place and it looked like there was nobody home. It was dark inside and his car 
wasn't in the street. Walking out of his apartment building, Jeff and Mike ran into Eddie's pretty neighbor 
Annette, who had a crush on their singer and had tried many times to hang around with them whenever they 


were visiting. 


"Hi, guys!," the girl said overexcitedly hugging Mike and then Jeff. 


"Hi, Annette," Jeff replied. 

She was pretty but her voice was so annoying, he thought. 

"We're looking for Eddie," Mike said, hoping she might have seen him. 

"He's gone, since a few days," she replied. 

Jeff frowned. 

"Gone?," Jeff repeated. 

"Yeah, he hasn't returned yet. He left Monday with one of your friends, the one with the long hair." 


Mike rolled his eyes at the girl. They all had long hair, except Dave, but ok, in this case, that indication alone 


was all they needed to hear. 


"Oh, shit..." Jeff commented as he turned around and walked back to his car. 


Are you scared of upsetting a ghost? 
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Jeff was upset and Mike wasn't really sure why. 

"Well, it's good news if he's with Eddie, right?," Mike said as Jeff started up the engine. 
"Not sure its good news," Jeff said shaking his head. 

"Why not?" 


"cause Eddie has bizarre ideas at times and | wonder why they decided to leave without telling us. I'm not sure 


Eddie is what Stone needs right now." 


"Relax, Jeff. They're probably just on a little trip down the coast. Eddie likes to surf. Maybe Stone went with 


him. 


"Mike, we're late February in Washington State. Nobody surfs here in February, especially not a guy from San 
Diego." 


"He's from Chicago originally, he knows cold. But yeah, ok.. It's still the season for whale watching, | think. That's 
the kind of stuff Stone would do. Maybe they...” 


"Mike, shut up, will you?" 


"You shut up, ok? You called me to track down your BFF. Mission accomplished, now deal with it. Shit, Stone is 
right. You're overbearing at times." 


Jeff hit the brakes and stopped the car in the middle of the road. Fortunately, nobody was following them. 
"What the hell are you doing?," Mike said. 

"He said that? lim overbearing?" 

"Drive, Jeff. We're on the road. And yes, he said that to me." 


Jeff started to drive again and didn't say anything anymore. Arriving at Mike's place, he apologized for his 


behavior earlier. 


‘lm sorry, man. l'm just.. Since what happened to Andy last year, I'm a bit stressed out about people going 
awol or not responding. Its silly but with Stone.. | know he's a bit depressed, so l'm concerned." 


"| know, but he's not stupid and he's not a drug addict. He's not going to commit suicide, jump off a cliff or 
whatever like that. He probably just wanted to clear his mind before we go in the studio and record” 


"Taking Eddie along?" 

"Eddie's cool. He'll take care of Stone." 

| hope so," Jeff said sounding a tad unconvinced. 

That same evening, somewhere on the coast of Oregon, after a day of driving and stopping by at different 
beaches, where Eddie walked, ran around and climbed up rocks, they were stopping at a small hotel on the 
beach. 

"The only rooms left are with one bed only," Stone told Eddie after speaking with the receptionist. 

"| don't mind,” Eddie grinned. 


‘Of course, you don't..." Stone said to himself but he had to admit he didn't mind that much either. 


"We'll take it," he said to the receptionist who tried not to snicker when she gave them the keys and looked at 
a beaming Eddie and a blushing Stone walking towards the elevator. 


"Why did we have to be at this hotel anyway? We could have tried another one," Stone said as they walked 


into their room. 


“cause it's on the beach, almost. We can wake up and walk down there to see the sunrise tomorrow. That's 


cool." 


"Ok. Don't know about you but I'm dead. I'm just gonna lie down and sleep. You do what you want," Stone said as 


he took off his shoes before going to the bathroom. 


Eddie picked up Stone's guitar and started playing. He was no way nearly as good as Mike or Stone but he could 
play. He was actually glad to have these two in the band and thought he would probably pick up new skills from 


them in time and become a more decent guitarist. 


Stone quickly undressed and went to bed right away, turning off the light around the bed, hoping to fall asleep 
to the sound of Eddie's simple and soft guitar playing. Today had been an odd day. They were far from Seattle 
already but he knew he couldn't stay away and do this for the rest of his life. It was relaxing though, to be 


doing nothing but driving around and stop whenever you wanted, with nobody asking you where you were going 
and why and when you'd come back. He closed his eyes and remembered the seaside and the landscapes they 
had seen. Eddie drove the whole way so he enjoyed the view all along the drive. Eventually he drifted off to 
sleep thinking of rocks, sand dunes and deserted beaches. 

The guitarist woke up when Eddie climbed in bed next to him. Stone remembered when Eddie and him slept in 
his bed at his home a few days ago. It was very different now, of course. Back then it was just a bit awkward 
as Stone had some vague fantasies about Eddie but nothing that he ever thought would materialize. After this 
morning, though, Stone wasn't sure what to think. 

The guitarist turned on his side and reached out for the singer. His hand touched Eddie's shoulder. 

"You weren't sleeping?" Eddie asked. 

"| was," Stone said. 

Eddie turned on his side as well to face the guitarist. It was very dark in the room but he could make out 
Stone's body outline. He scooted closer to him and Stone moved a little closer as well, nuzzling his face between 
Eddie's neck and the pillow. 

"You smell of weed," Stone said. 

"There's plenty left. Want some?," Eddie answered. 

"No, I'm fine. | like the smell on you," the guitarist said. 


Eddie petted Stone's hair. 


"| guess we need to start driving back tomorrow," Stone told him. "We need to be back Friday. We have 


practice." 

If we had more time I'd drive you all the way to San Diego. Ever been there?" 

"No, | haven't. | guess we will after the album's out. They'll make us tour," Stone said. 

"That'll be great. | love to move around. You'll like it down there. It's warm." 

"l'm not used to warm weather," the guitarist said. 

"Easy to get used to it, you'll do fine," Eddie replied, letting his hand travel up and down Stone's side. 


The guitarist wasn't wearing any t-shirt tonight. 


"You know, | don't hate Andy. What | said in the morning when we were arguing... | just wished | had known, that 
he would have trusted me enough to tell me. | wouldn't have pushed him away or been mad. We would have 
done like he wished in the letter. We could have done music together, knowing this was more for him than just 
music, and.. And maybe it would have been for me too. | don't know. I'll never know.. But it has changed 


everything. | don't feel the same bitterness about his death anymore. Its very strange." 


Eddie was listening to his friend talk and slowly continuing his hand exploration, brushing up Stone's stomach 
and chest, wondering how long the guitarist would let him. 


"Do you think | was stuck in this mourning rut because there was something else? Something | didn't know? 


And now | know, it went away?," Stone asked. 

"As good an explanation as any," Eddie answered. "He's probably watching over you from wherever he is." 
‘Oh, jeez.. Now you make me think he might have seen us. This morning, | mean," Stone said. 

Even if Eddie couldn't see it, he was sure the guitarists cheeks must have been bright red now. 

"If he did, I'm sure he enjoyed the show," he chuckled. 

Its not funny, Eddie. | don't want to upset his ghost or something.’ 

"You're scared of upsetting a ghost?" 

"Whatever," Stone dismissed the topic as he could only see the conversation going downhill from there. 
Eddie's hand moved down to the guitarist's hip. 


"Talking about this morning..." Eddie hinted before sliding his hand over Stone's ass and caressing it through the 


fabric of his underwear. "Are you sore?" 


"Eddie..." Stone uttered, surprised to realize he could be more embarrassed than a minute ago when he 


imagined Andy's ghost watching them fuck in the hotel room. 

"Would be normal, don't worry” 

"Don't... Just don't ask me, ok?," Stone said, 

"0k," Eddie answered a bit disappointed that the guitarist seemed not to be willing to tak about it 
He removed his hand and moved away from the guitarist a little. 


Eddie had tried not to think about their morning too much that day to avoid getting ahead of himself but what 


he feared was apparently happening. Stone was probably regretting what they had done. The singer should have 
known better, of course, but in the heat of the moment, there was no way he would have done anything else. 
He knew they were both willing and wanting it but that was then. Now, it was different. At least, it probably 
was for the guitarist, Eddie thought. 

Stone prevented a sigh from coming out too loudly when Eddie's hand moved away from him. He liked the 
contact of Eddie's hand on his body but he didn't know how to interpret it. If the whole Andy situation had 
started to clear up in his head and he felt better about it, now he had to deal with the consequences of this 
morning. Thankfully it was dark in the room and it was less intimidating to try to address the subject this way. 
"Eddie, can | ask you something?" 

"Is it the question you gonna ask me already or this is the pre-question?," Eddie asked on purpose. 

"Don't start like this." 

“Alright... What?" 

"You didn't ask me anything after what | said to you in the morning," the guitarist told him. 

"You said a few things this morning." 

"| said that | feel things for you," Stone said in the most unnaturally neutral manner. 

"The way you say it now, it sounds like a bad thing." 

Its not that. I'm just confused and the fact that you didn't even ask anything... It's confusing me more." 

"I thought talking about it or asking you questions would confuse you," Eddie said. 


| don't think | can be any more confused, so.. Go ahead." 


Eddie looked at him perplexed, before thinking that Stone would probably not see the big question mark on his 
face in the darkness so he had to speak up. 


"Go ahead with what? You're the one who has something to say about it," Eddie answered. 
"| don't know what | feel, | just know | do. | feel good around you and | guess | never looked at another guy the 
way | do with you. This morning, when you held me down, it was exhilarating. When you touched me.. | needed 


you, | told you. | never felt like that, with anyone." 


"You were mad and angry and you needed release. | felt the electricity between us too. | couldn't stop.Not that 
| wanted to.. But thats not you normally. Like you now. Whatever you feel for me, in general.. Would you do it 


again now?" 

Stone was a bit taken aback by the question. He hadn't thought about that. 

"Do it again? Like.. You mean... Fuck? Again?" 

"Uh-huh... Though | wouldn't call what we did this morning fucking," Eddie said. 

"Oh, really? | was there too. It seemed pretty unequivocal. What would you call it then?" 


Eddie thought to himself that Stone was probably the only person on the planet who could use the word 


unequivocal in a sex conversation and almost make it sound like dirty talk. 


‘Not sure, actually, but if | had fucked you, you'd have noticed and you wouldn't be walking so well," Eddie 
replied 


"Very fumy," the guitarist retorted. 


"Hey... Stone, don't be like that. | can't tell you things that aren't but | can tell you | liked it and | wanted it too 
and | wanted it to feel good for you and getting you off was really hot. It was not just fucking.” 


"Shit, Eddie, on a scale of awkwardness, this conversation is even worse than when my mom gave me a sex 
talk when | was Il." 


Eddie had to laugh at that remark, 

‘What's awkward is you bringing up your mom during our pillow talk You just don't do that 

"Alright, let's sleep. This is going nowhere," Stone concluded. 

"Can't sleep. l'm horny now." 

"Im sorry, Eddie, just do what you gotta do, without me," the guitarist replied, turning away to lie on his back 
"Doesn't sound fun when you say it like this," Eddie complained 

"Then smoke some more, | mean.. That'll pass” 

Eddie rolled on his back as well and let out a long vocal sigh. 

"Ok, what?," Stone said. 


"Nothing, just.. Stop talking, ok? I'm trying to stop thinking about you and this morning, so | can cool down, 


You're not helping when you talk," Eddie answered. 

"Jeez.. What is it with you, singers?," Stone said out loud. 

"What do you mean?," Eddie asked wondering what the guitarist was referring to. 
"Your overly active libido. | mean Andy, you... Chris..." 

Eddie almost chocked when he heard Chris’ name. 

"Chris?... Cornell?" 

"Yeah... He kinda came on to me last Friday, when | was at his place before practice." 
Eddie bursted out laughing. 

"Wow.. Actually | could totally picture him do that," Eddie told him. "So what did you do?" 
"Nothing. | left" 

"You didn't do anything?," Eddie asked surprised. 

"He kissed me, | might have kissed back. That's it. | made him stop." 


"Poor Chris! He's not used to hearing no, I'm sure. That's your curse, you know? Being a pretty and innocent 


boy among lustful singers." 

"l'm not innocent,” the guitarist protested. 

"Not since this morning, true." 

"Can we try to sleep now? Please," Stone said sounding exhausted by the conversation 


"IIl try.. But Chris Cornell's hot for you... | should have seen it coming..," Eddie said softly but loud enough for 
Stone to hear it. 


"| swear, Eddie, just shut up. And don't tell anyone when we're back, ok?" 
“About Chris? | won't say a word" 
"About everything!" Stone clarified before turning to his other side with his back to Eddie. 


"I know.. Relax. I'm just teasing you. Just chill out and sleep..," Eddie said. 


Sex and dating and anything in-between 

The following day in the morning, Eddie woke up Stone before sunrise. 

"What time is it?," Stone asked still pretty much sleeping. 

"Way too early, but lets go. Dress up, come on," the singer told him. "The sky's clear, it's gonna be real good." 


Stone and Eddie quickly put on their clothes of the day before and left the hotel. They crossed the road. The 
beach was right in front of the hotel, on the other side. It was a cold and windy morning and still dark. Frankly, 
Stone was wondering why he even got up to follow Eddie. 


They walked a little bit between rocks and dures, till Eddie found a flat rocky spot he fancied to sit on and wait 
for the show to begin They were both too sleepy still to speak much so they just sat there in silence, 


listening to the wind and the waves. 
"Fuck, when | see this.. | miss surfing," Eddie finally said. 
"Would you go surf at dawn?" 


"Around that time, yes. Not many people and the sky's on fire when the sun rises and when you're in the 


water, it's like you're surfing on liquid gold. Its amazing.” 

They waited another few minutes. It seemed liked the wind had picked up a bit. 

‘It's so cold, Eddie, really.. I'm going back inside," Stone told him as he stood up. 

"No, please. Stay. Its no fun to watch it alone. Look.. The horizon's changing color already. It's starting.” 


Stone looked at the sky, which indeed was starting to shift from dark blue to purplish orange and then at the 
singer's face. Eddie was ecstatic and the guitarist didn't want to spoil his fun so he decided to sit back and 
stay, shivering a bit more under the gusting wind. Stone hadn't noticed but Eddie moved from his spot to scoot 
right behind him, the singer's legs as well as his arms encircling him all of a sudden. The guitarist felt an 
immediate wave of warmth when Eddie pulled him against his body. The singer had opened his jacket and 
nestled against Stone's back, the open sides of his coat covering the guitarists shoulders and sides. 


Stone felt heat rising to his face and across his skin, waking up his muscles in a very sensual manner. He didn't 
know if there was anything further to this than Eddie simply trying to keep him warm since he was forcing 
him to stay and watch the sunrise in his company, but it was a great feeling. So great he was almost 


forgetting to watch what was happening in front of him, till Eddie reminded him. 


"Look at this, Stone. Its gorgeous," he whispered next to Stone's ear. 


The guitarist raised his gaze to take in the view. It was beautiful but Stone wasn't sure whether the view 
would have seemed so perfect if Eddie hadn't been hugging him from behind. 


This had become a recurrent feature of their little road trip, Eddie making him feel good with little things. A 
simple gesture, a few words or just a look Then there was Eddie's occasional touch, like when he'd put a hand 
over the guitarists shoulder or on his back as they were walking next to each other. It was nothing really but 
Stone would notice it each time. And of course, there were the other moments, when the singer's touch wasn't 
a distracted little affection token but an unspoken invitation for more. The day before in the morning, when 
Stone had melted under Eddie's caresses, making him forget his anger and grief. Last night, when they were 
talking and the singer was touching him, probably trying to gauge if and how the guitarist would respond. Stone 
hadn't gotten carried away then. He was too scared and confused about how easily Eddie seemed to make him 


lose control. 

A few minutes later, when the sun was up and the intense colors had started to fade, they got up and walked 
back to the hotel. Just before stepping through the front door and inside the lobby, Stone seized Eddie by the 
shoulders and shoved his back against the wall. The guitarist pushed himself against the singer, snaking his 
hands around his waist through the opening of his coat and crashed his lips against Eddie's. The singer was 
caught off guard at first but he quickly came back to reality and kissed back eagerly. Stone moved back a 
little, breaking the kiss when he felt Eddie was starting to take over, leaving the singer breathless and a tad 
upset. 

"Shit, Stone.. Stop giving me mixed signals here," Eddie huffed. 

The guitarist looked down to avoid the singer's eyes. 


"What the hell do you want?," Eddie asked. 


"What about you?," Stone returned the question. "On the beach earlier, when you hugged me. What was that 


for?" 

"You were complaining you were cold," the singer replied. 

"And that was it? No other intentions?" 

"No," Eddie answered. 

"Ok, shit. Then I'm sorry. It's just.. You're not making it easy, you know?" 
"What did | do now?," Eddie asked annoyed, 


"You're too nice to me, all the time. Too affectionate. Last night in bed, you touched me while we were talking. 


Don't think | didn't notice, ‘cause | did. And | did notice when you stopped. | didn't say anything because | didn't 


know why you were doing it. So.. what is this?," Stone asked moving his hand between the two of them and 


looking clueless. 

"Fuck, Stone, since you kissed me after practice, ok, | admit, | look at you differently and I've thought about 
you, then what happened yesterday in the morning.. But you seem so undecided, | don't know what to do. | don't 
know if you want this or more." 

"More like dating? Or more like sex?" 


"Just more. Which means both, | guess. Sex and dating and anything in-between," the singer said. 


Stone took a few steps back and put his hands in his jacket pockets. He was shivering and struggling to find 
something to say. 


"Let's get back inside, you're freezing," Eddie said. 


Stone didn't argue about that. They quickly walked back up to their room. Stone put the heat on as they came 
in. He reluctantly took off his jacket although he still had a few layers of clothes on him. 


Eddie put Stone's guitar back into its case and made room on the couch for him to join. As he sat next to 


Eddie, the guitarist moved his hand behind Eddie's neck and pulled him close. 

"Downstairs, when you said anything in-between... Could we try some of that now?" 

Eddie sighed but smiled as well and nodded, brushing his nose against Stone's. 

"What you wanna do?," Eddie inquired. 

"We could.. Make-out? Like this?," he said before starting to kiss the singer. 

Eddie moaned his agreement against Stone's lips and opened his mouth to welcome the guitarists tongue. The 
guitarist began to relax, finally starting to enjoy the feeling of kissing and Eddie's physical presence without 
wondering too much about the whole thing now that he understood that what he wanted was most likely the 
same as what Eddie wanted. 

As they were kissing, Eddie unzipped the guitarist's hoodie and slid his hands under it. The singer's hands found 
Stone's shirt, which he unbuttoned slowly. His hands moved further under the shirt but unfortunately only to 
find the fabric of a t-shirt under their fingertips. 


"Damn, Stone, how many layers are you wearing?,” Eddie chuckled. 


"It was frigging cold outside." 


"But we're inside now. Are you cold now?,” the singer asked, searching for the hem of Stone's t-shirt to slide 
his hands under it. 


"Not really," the guitarist answered. 


Hs all in the wrist 


That evening when they stopped for the night somewhere on their way back towards Seattle, there was no 
discussion about whether it was fine if the hotel room had one bed only. There were also no questions about 
why Eddie's hands were roaming around Stone's body under the sheets or why Stone was kissing Eddie as a 


response. 


As they were entangled in bed into each other arms, Stone's hand found its way down between Eddie's legs. His 
rimble fingers started to stroke the singer. The singer let out a surprised gasp. He had been lost in his 
thoughts, enjoying the simple intimacy of his body pressing and grinding against Stone's. The guitarists 
rhythmic skills at work for a hand-job were a novelty he was gladly discovering and enjoying. 


"Oh, yeah... Stone..," the singer moaned while nuzzling his face in the crook of the guitarists neck. "Mmmh... Oh, 
yes... Like that.. You're so good with your hand... 


"Not the hand, it's a misconception. It's all in the wrist," Stone commented softly against the singer's ear. 
"You're really good with your wrist then.. Not arguing your technique," Eddie replied between pants. 

Soon enough, the singer sighed Stone's name repeatedly, riding the wave of his climax under Stone's touch. 
"I love how you said my name," the guitarist said as Eddie was coming down from his high. 


"I love to say it too," the singer answered. "And | want to make you cry out my name as well," he added 
before sliding his hand down Stone's body to reciprocate. 


The following morning, Stone woke up with Eddie's arms around him. He had almost slept too well for his own 
comfort. His first thoughts that morning were that they were only a few hours away from Seattle and that 
things might be very different tonight when they'd be back home. The guitarist didn't know how this would 
continue once they'd have the rest of the band around them. When they'd start recording, in two weeks or so, 
they'd be 24/1 together for several weeks. Whatever relationship this was, it would probably come as a shock 
to the other guys and while he knew everyone was pretty open-minded about guys sleeping together, they'd 
be a tad confused that Eddie and him got together, because it was him and well, it was Eddie, and probably 


nobody would have seen it coming. 


Still, Stone couldn't think of anything nicer than falling asleep like they did last night and waking up with Eddie 
spooning him and he wanted that to happen again. There was a lot more he wanted to experience and do with 
Eddie. They only needed to discuss what to say to their friends when they'd be back. He would definitely want 


to break the news to Jeff himself. He was his best friend. He wanted him to know from him and no one else. 


The guitarist yawned and tried to stop thinking about the talks they'd have with the band. They would have 
plenty of time to discuss on the last stretch of drive Today. For now, he wanted to savor the warmth of the 


singer's body a little longer, so he closed his eyes and fell back asleep. 


A few hours later, they were both up and Stone was coming out of the bathroom after he had taken his 
shower. Eddie had taken his already and he had gone downstairs to get them coffee in the meantime. 


"Thank you," Stone said as he took a sip. "That might help waking me up. | feel lazy this morning. 
"You didn't sleep well?" 

"| slept too well. | guess | don't want to face reality when we're back home. 

Eddie didn't seem to understand 

"What's the problem?" 


‘In a few hours, you'll leave me at my place and you'll go to yours and.. Then what?," the guitarist asked 


looking worried. 
"Then.. Whatever. We can be together over there too. Why not? You don't want to?" 


| want to, but.. It's bad timing, with the studio and recording coming up. | don't think we should say anything to 
them but | hate to hide or pretend like there's nothing and.. | don't want to lie or keep it for myself.” 


"We can wait till the album is done, alright? | don't like to hide either. | want to be able to hold you and kiss 
you and do everything | want to do to you in broad day light, in front of everyone." 


Stone raised his eyebrows. 


‘Its a figure of speech, right? When you say in front of everyone. Because | am not too much into 
exhibitionism." 


"If | want to kiss you, | don't want to look around before and see if anyone will see us," the singer answered 
before taking Stone's face in his hand and planting a long deep kiss on him. 


Stone tasted of coffee and toothpaste and his wet hair smelled of citrus from the hotel shampoo. It was all 


that Eddie wanted for breakfast. 


The singer walked them slowly towards the bed and pushed Stone down, making him sit on it before pushing 
him on his back and crawling over him. Eddie briefly broke the kiss and pulled himself away to take off his 
shirt before plunging back into Stone's arms and picking up when he left, gently biting and sucking on the 
guitarists lips. 


"Our last morning away..." Stone breathed against Eddie's mouth. "Eddie... | wanna do it again.. | want you," he 


said looking straight into Eddie's eyes. 

The singer stared back at the guitarist. This time Stone wasn't mad or upset. He was his usual serious self, 
but with that subtle new glow in his eyes. Other people might not notice it but Eddie did and he loved how 
Stone was looking at him. 

"You're sure?," Eddie asked to tease him a little. 

"Yeah," Stone replied a little too fast and too loud 

Eddie chuckled at the sudden uncharacteristic enthusiasm of the guitarist and his lack of embarrassment. 

| mean.. Yes," he added on a much softer tone, not realizing the singer was toying with him. 

The singer placed a kiss on Stone's forehead then one on his lips. 

"You're the most adorable and cluelessly sexy guy I've ever met, Stone," Eddie said before starting to undo the 
guitarists pants. 

Several hours of driving later, they reached Seattle. Eddie dropped Stone at his place and continued further to 
his own apartment. 

When he was back home, Stone checked the messages on his answering machine. There were a few, mainly 
from Jeff. He couldn't be mad at him, even when he was listening to the one where his best friend sounded 
quite upset, thinking he was ignoring him. It was useless to call him back. He had to go and talk to him in 
person to let him know he was back in town. 

It was an unusually mild day for the season and Stone felt good walking to Jeff's place. It was not close to his 
apartment but he liked walking around the city. When he arrived, he hesitated a minute before ringing the 
doorbell. He was wondering if his best friend would notice anything different with him. He finally pushed on the 
bell, a couple of times. The door opened soon after. Jeff looked surprised but the effect didn't last long and a 
second after he had opened the door, a big grin appeared on his face and he pulled Stone in a tight hug, as if 
he hadn't seen him in years. 

"Wow... So | take it that you were wondering where | was," the guitarist exclaimed. 

"Fuck, Stone! Didn't you listen to your answering machine? l'm so relieved to see you. Where were you?" 


"| had to take a bit of time off, to figure some things out," Stone simply said." You shouldn't have worried” 


"I didn't know where you were, so of course | worried You were not feeling good, | didn't know what to think," 


Jeff replied, still holding on to Stone's shoulders and looking at him closely to make sure he was ok. 


"| wasn't alone. Eddie was with me." 


| heard. His neighbor told us when we went to his place looking for him. We thought he might know where you 


were. She said she saw you both leave on Monday." 


"I didn't plan it that way. | wanted to borrow his car and he offered to come with me. | thought it'd be better 


not to be alone." 
"Sure," Jeff answered while letting Stone get in. 
They walked inside Jeff's living room. 


"We didn't know if we'd have practice today, since you guys were away and we had no news. I'll call Mike and 


Dave to let them know." 


"IIl call Mike, you get hold of Dave, ok? But first, | wanted to say l'm sorry, Jeff. I've been a bad friend over 
the last few weeks. | know you were trying to help but! couldn't take it. | didn't want to be an ungrateful jerk. 
You're a great friend, so | just thought you should know." 


"Thanks but you don't have to say that. l'm still your friend, even when you're acting distant and pretentious. 


You look like you're doing better. I'm glad. You want a coffee?" 
"Yes, thanks," Stone said as he followed his friend in the kitchen. 
"So what big enlightenment occurred to you on your trip?" 


The guitarist was smiling and hoped he wasn't blushing at the same time. They had talked about it again on the 
way back and they agreed not to tell the rest of the band before the recording was done. Stone didn't want 
anyone to be uncomfortable or act weird with Eddie or with him during the time they'd be spending together 
in the studio. The recording was the most important thing for all of them. They were hoping to be on the road 
and tour soon after that. They could slowly get everyone up to speed when they'd be traveling. 


| mainly made peace with myself, about Andy," he said to Jeff. 

Jeff looked at him unsure. 

"Andy? Why?" 

| couldn't stop thinking about him, since after we finished the album with Chris. It was lingering in my mind, 
many things about Andy. | needed to think about it by myself. It helped to be away. Eddie didn't know him. It 


was different talking to him about Andy than if | had been talking to you. I'm sorry. Don't take it the wrong 


way, please.” 


Jeff nodded. He understood. He didn't really mind at this point. He only cared about the fact that Stone looked 
much happier than in the last few weeks. Whether it was going away, talking to Eddie or something else, Stone 


seemed in a much better place. It was perfect timing for going into the studio in two weeks. 

"No, | get it. Anyway, it's cool that you're back and feel good," Jeff concluded. 

"And what about you? Here? Anything interesting happened while | was gone?" 

"Not really. Apart from Chris who called me yesterday. He invited us all for a party Saturday next week, not 
this Saturday tomorrow. He's doing that before our bands start recording. | told him I'd let you know. He told 
me he passed by your place but you weren't there so he left me with the message for you and the rest of 
the band too." 

Ok.. At his place? The party," Stone asked. 


"Yeah, the usual, | guess. Like 50 people crammed into his 3 rooms and spilling over the hallway outside of his 
apartment," Jeff laughed. 


Stone smiled. Of course he'd go. He couldn't decline. And the good news was that Eddie would go as well. But he 
was already thinking it would be weird, most likely. 


| can count my blessings 
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The following week, it was Chris’ party. One last evening of fun and booze and drugs for both bands before 


going away to start recording and work seriously, well more or less at least. 


Stone arrived with Mike who had picked him up. Eddie and Stone had gotten a little used to be around the rest 
of the band and behave when they were with other people but it was he first party they were attending now 
they were together without anyone knowing. 


It was already pretty packed when the Pearl Jam guys arrived. There were girls there too, of course. Regular 
girlfriends, like Pam, who arrived with Jeff and also Mike's girlfriend who joined them a little later. There were 
also quite a few single girls, because Chris knew more or less personally half of the lb to 30-year-old female 
population in Seattle and he didn't feel like itd be a proper party if there weren't pretty girls around. Yet, as 
much as he liked spending time with the fair sex, he was mainly looking forward to see Stone tonight. He had 
been relieved when he heard from Jeff that the whole band had accepted his invitation, which meant that 
Stone did too, and that their little moment of a few weeks ago hadn't scared the rhythm guitarist. That was a 
good start. 


Stone hadn't really thought about what had happened with Chris a few weeks prior till he arrived and the 
singer hugged him to say hello. The guitarist was hoping that Chris had a girl with him for the evening and it 
seemed like there was a small circle of groupies or young women seated where he had been hanging around 


inside so the guitarist didn't worry too much after the affectionate greeting hug. 


Eddie showed up a little after Stone had arrived. The place was so crowded and the music blasting that it was 
difficult for them to speak without being loud. The bulk of the party-goers would probably move along and go 
some place else a little later in the evening to start bar-hopping but for the first two hours of the evening, 
Eddie and Stone didn't spend any time talking with each other. It was also too noisy for jamming and so Stone 
just took a seat next to Jeff in the living room with some of the other guys from Soundgarden who were 
talking about their new not-yet-recorded album. Eddie kept aside from them but looked at Stone throughout 
the evening. He knew the guitarist was probably just waiting for a decent time to decide to leave and sure 
enough, Eddie would follow him back home when that'd happen. It wasn't too much fun to be there and not be 
able to behave the way you want. 


Around Il o clock, a few people had left and it already felt more roomy inside the apartment. The fact that the 
party had spilled across the hallway outside of his apartment also helped. Eddie finally managed to corner Stone 


a little away from everyone. 


Let's go on the roof," Eddie said before disappearing in the hallway. 

Stone knew what he meant. Anyone who had been to Chris' parties, especially in summer, would have ended up 
on the roof at a certain point of the evening or night. That's where one would go to get fresh air and watch 
the view and get some alone time with someone, if you felt like it. 

The guitarist waited a few minutes, guessing Eddie had gone up already, and then sneaked out of the 
apartment, walking out left in the direction of the door at the end of the hallway. It was leading to the 
staircase for the roof access. Since it was end of February, he hoped that nobody else would have had the 
bright idea to be outside in the windy night air for fun. 

Chris hadn't seen Eddie leaving earlier but he noticed Stone walking out and taking the direction of the roof 
staircase. He was wondering why the guitarist would go there. However, he knew Stone liked to keep to himself 
and since the place was busy, he was likely looking for a bit of fresh air and personal space. That was a 


perfect opportunity to catch up with him, Chris thought. 


While he was trying to make his way out, and avoiding most of his quests who were trying to catch his 
attention for a few minutes as he was walking outside of his apartment, Stone had already joined Eddie. 


"Can you explain to me why we seem to only meet up in cold windy places outsdoors?," Stone asked already 
shivering. 


“couse you live here in Seattle?" 
"IFs nice in summer, you know," Stone answered. 
"Not sure you know what summer is" 


Stone smirked. He didn't feel like arguing about the weather and instead moved closer to Eddie to get warm. 
The singer took him in his arms and rubbed his back. 


"Why are you smiling like that?," Stone asked as he glanced at Eddie. 

‘It's quite funny to see Chris eyeing you up the way he does, when we were at the party downstairs." 
"He does?," Stone said surprised. 

"Oh, yeah. He definitely has a thing for you," Eddie laughed. 

"And you're not jealous?" 


"Huh.. No. Do | have any reason to be?" 


"Nol Of course not. | told you... | had said no already." 


"That's why l'm not jealous," Eddie replied. "I just wish | could give him a glimpse of what he's missing..." Eddie 
said as he pulled Stone even closer and started to kiss the side of his neck. 


"Not here.. If someone sees us..." Stone protested 


“There's no one around here," Eddie added as his mouth moved over Stone's for a deep kiss which the guitarist 


couldn't resist. 


Chris saw the roof door open when he arrived on top of the stairs. He walked out carefully and looked around 
to see where Stone was. After scanning around, he ended up distinguishing a shape leaning on the side of the 
AC conduit. Chris smiled and was about to take a few steps in that direction when he noticed more clearly that 
there were two silhouettes over there. It was Stone and someone else. He was too far to hear what they were 
saying but they were talking it seemed. He couldn't recognize the voice but as his eyes got used to the 
surrounding darkness and he started to see better, he eventually recognized Eddie. The singer was standing 
right next to Stone and his head was leaning towards the guitarist. They were too close and didn’t talk 


anymore. They were kissing. 

For a few seconds, Chris thought of moving ahead and interrupting them. Then he looked up at the two guys 
and shook his head. It didn't look like the kind of drunk kissing moment at a party. It looked like two persons who 
knew what they were doing and wanted a bit of privacy. And they were his friends. Chris sighed in 
disappointment and turned his back to them and silently walked back downstairs to the party. 

A little later, most of the crowd had left and only the Pearl Jam guys and a few other close friends of Chris 
and his band were still around. Eddie was in the kitchen getting an umpteenth beer from the fridge which was 
seriously emptying now. 

"Eddie." Chris called out as the other singer was closing the fridge door. 

"Hey," Eddie replied. 

"Seems like you beat me to it," Chris said with a cocky smile. 

Eddie frowned, not sure what Chris was referring to. 

"There's more beer in the fridge, you know. Not many but still” 


"Not talking about beer. | meant Stone." 


"What about him?," Eddie feigned ignorance. 


"You can stop pretending. | saw you both on the roof earlier. Next time keep your hands in your pockets and 


your tongue in your own mouth if you don't want people to know." 


Eddie looked at his beer bottle and then at Chris. He could try to deny and say he was drunk, which was the 
truth, but that was a lame excuse. Also he thought that if Chris was really interested in Stone, it was maybe 
not a good idea to let him think there was nothing between the two of them. 


"So you saw. Why do you care?," Eddie asked. 

"Pure personal interest. | always thought the guy is a delicious-looking little treat. Do the others know?" 

Being outed by Chris was the last of Eddie's worries, somehow. He didn't really care what people thought of 
him and back in San Diego he had never hidden he was going out with both guys and girls. The guitarist didn't 
care about that aspect either but Eddie knew that Stone didn't want the rest of the band to know before they 
had finished the recording. 


"They don't and they shouldn't, for now. Having a couple in the band is a different dynamic than five guys being 
friends. So can you just forget this for now?" 


Stone walked in the kitchen at that moment. He hadn't heard what Eddie had just said or who he was talking to 
till he turned around to go to the fridge as well. 


"Hi, Stone,’ Chris said. 
The guitarist was startled at the sound of the Soundgarden singer's voice. 


"| hadn't seen you, sorry," Stone said looking at Chris and then right after at Eddie to assess whether he 


walked in at a bad moment. 
Eddie's face wasn't telling him much though. The guitarist wasn't that drunk yet so he thought it was not a 
good sign when you walk in a room and people stop talking. He quickly picked up a drink for himself and went 


back to the living room leaving the two singers to whatever they were discussing without any further 


comments. Chris’ gaze followed the guitarist as he walked out of the room. 
"Chris?," Eddie asked. 
Chris smiled back at the other singer. 


lm not an asshole, Eddie. Don't worry. We're friends. It's ok. | just really wished | had made a move sooner on 


him. Shit!" 


Eddie laughed. 


"Is he as good in bed as he is good-looking?," Chris asked. 

"Am not answering that," Eddie said without being able to conceal a small grin 

"Yeah, well.. That actually answers. Just as | thought. You don't know how lucky you are, Vedder." 

Eddie took a sip of his beer. 

| can count my blessings." 

Chris nodded. He had many other things in mind with their own recording coming up and and the Temple of the 
Dog album to be released. He wouldn't mess this up. Whatever was happening between Eddie and Stone was 
probably a recent thing. They were not married yet. Stone might get tired of Eddie and need something else. 
He'd be around then 

Eddie finished his beer rather fast and walked behind Stone who was jamming with a few other people. 
"Can you drive me back, please? l'm drunk," Eddie said handing him over his car keys. 

Stone stared at him with a knowing look. 

"Sure," he answered. 

As they left Chris‘ place and walked outside to Eddie's car, Stone threw his arms around his neck 

| hope next time we go to a party, we can act normal with each other," Stone said. 

"When we celebrate our album release? That'd be cool" 

"Yeah... | guess. So.. Your place or mine?," Stone asked. 

"Yours. | still haven't bought bed sheets, and it's nicer at your place anyway." 

Stone rolled his eyes and laughed. 

"I know what to get you for your birthday,” Stone told him. 

"Its in 10 months from now," Eddie said. 


"Well. Then you'd better get used to my bed," Stone concluded. 


"I think | can manage, don't worry," Eddie answered. 


The end 


